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'I'd like to think the 
Sub Pop name still 
means something' 

-Jonathan Poneman, p36 
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He might currently be out in a yard on the other side 
of the world trying to make that damn barbecue 
light, but rumours of Everett True's departure from 
the pages of Plan B have been much exaggerated. 
1 9 years on from our illustrious publisher-at-large's 
first visit to the rainy Pacific Northwest, he returns 
to old stamping grounds to provide an alternative 
take on the Sub Pop story, rich with entertaining 
digressions, scurrilous gossip, and more damn 
footnotes than I saw in three years of academia. 
ET being ET, he's also wasted no time in assimilating 
into the music scene of Brisbane, proving wherever 
there is an independent music underground, there's 
space for an Everett True. 

Back over this side of the pond, Plan B seems 
to remain in a constant state of flux. First, a big 
thanks to Stevie Chick, who after stepping in to 
save our bacon on albums desk a few months 
back, departs with cheery wave to concentrate 
on his new baby, a book on Black Flag. Picking 
up where Stevie left off is Lauren Strain, who avid 
Plan B readers will surely know for her poetic record 
dissections; good luck to her as she embarks on 
her first trip up the north face of the jiffy-bag 
mountain. Also, a fond farewell to Sarah Bowles, 
whose has ably helmed Plan B's photo desk since 
our inception. Co-photo editor Cat Stevens takes 
over all photo editing duties, and going on this 
beautifully shot issue, should do a fine job. Ah 
yeah, this issue: Melissa Bradshaw meets UK 
hip-hop veteran Roots Manuva and his young 
collaborator, Sheffield bleep producer ToddlaT, 
to talk fine new album Slime And Reason, the 
new spirit of wonky, and what it feels like " 
dancing with your socks off". Then there's 
Norwegian producer Hans-Peter Lindstrom, 
whose new album Where You Go I Go Too 
blurs the lines between disco and the electronic 
compositions of Manuel Gottsching; some 
pretty glorious photos of Lindstrom arrive courtesy 
of Kim Hiorthoy, in-house designer for Smalltown 
Supersound. And there's Abe Vigoda, another 
band from the fecund scene around Los Angeles 
underground venue The Smell (see also: No Age, 
Mika Miko, Silver Daggers, BARR...), whose new 
album Skeleton has charmed the Plan B office with 
its feverish blend of hardcore punk and tropical 
melodies. Right now it's only available on Dean 
Spunt's Post Present Medium label but apparently 
they've just inked on the line with Bella Union, so 
expect to see it in some sort of record emporium 
near you pretty soon. Happy days. 
Louis Pattison 
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Deerhunter 

Koko, London 

I'm not sure I get it. I'd like to, 'cause it 
seems that many of Koko's assembled are 
enthralled, all moving symbiotically in that 
odd, translucent drift you tend to witness at 
shows like this; shows where, at any moment, 
you're expecting to be scooped and swallowed 
once and for all into a cruel whirlpool. In the 
meantime, you're just shuffling 'round a 
circumference, with that ultimate pull, that 
final gu\p, juuuuuust out of reach. We sway like 
flotsam, not-quite-to-the-left, not-quite-to- 
the-right, in a kind of repeated yet stagnant 
motion. Weird. 

Onstage, ego-less men tend diligently to 
their charges: a guitar, pads, keys, bells (I 
assume). They comprise Deerhunter -five 
Atlanta, Georgia natives whose recent 
exportations of zoned-out majesty have seen 
the media a-flutter, listeners appropriately 
seduced. This evening, they adopt the bush-fire 
fever and prickly-heat principles of support act 
High Places but invert their colours; in lieu of 
polluted ochres and tans, Deerhunter are all 
tones of vermilion and watered cyan. They 

They choose the 
wrong songs to 
energise 



zoom in on their funnels and boards and 
tablets; but they seem to be doing it because. . . 
that's just what they do. Not because they're 
possessed by a need to wring wreaths and 
wraiths from those things; they just do it 
because. . .they do. Or at least that's how I feel 
theyfee\. Standing stage right on the galley 
floor, I get no vigour, no hunger, from this. No 
(forgive me) thrill of the kill. I just see roles 
being carried out. Duties fulfilled. Parts played. 

But then - 1 suppose - Deerhunter's sound 
doesn't really go in for the visceral anyway. 
2007's album, Cryptograms, brought their 
languid liquidity to mass attention; then, 
f rontman Bradford Cox's solo project, Atlas 
Sound, reaped Let The Blind Lead Those Who 
Can See But Cannot Feel earlier this year. It's 
a record of profound solipsism, warped 
affronts and oxygenated slurs. There's no real 
turbulence to be detected in either of these 
collections; there's a sense of propulsion, but 
it's rewound and tranquilised and too far gone 
to be transfixing. There are loops, too; but their 
diameters are too vast, too spacious, for us to 
really fee/the implied returns and revisits. Live, 
I was hoping Deerhunter would go to town 
with all these hinted-at compulsions; to turn 
those records' leitmotifs into obsessions. And 
they kind of do - 'Lake Somerset', 'Octet' and 
'Cryptograms' extend their recorded blueprints 

hammering, lengthy dramatics. Beats 
thump in foursomes to create cubed enclosures 
of sound; then, each pilot gradually shades 
in his box, his bit of the graph paper. These 
revisions are truly commanding; and for a little 



while, I'm truly consumed. But, elsewhere, 
efforts to hone their endemic fluidity into 
cycles completely fail. It seems that they choose 
the wrong songs to energise, while, contrarily, 
the others -the ones we really feel need such 
emboldening treatments - aren't given it. 
So many pieces lose their potential to hypnotise 
by remaining -live, as on record -so airy, so 
effervescent. So. ..corked. 

A lot of this anticlimactic lethargy is to do 
with the soundsystem here, though; much of 
Deerhunter's intent is lost in translation 
between the mics and the speakers, the 
speakers and our ears. This cavernous, scarlet 
ballroom seems suitable on paper; where 
better, you'd think, to maximise the magnetic 
properties of these dreamy, underfed palettes 
than in a great big domed cocoon like this? But, 
in reality, all is quiet- and all is refracted. It's 
like listening to the sounds of the seabed while 
still underwater; everything's snuffed, numbed. 
What you want to do is drag those artefacts out 
into the sunlight, to lay them on the sand so 
they can bathe in daylight and resonate. But, in 
this dingy empire, that's just not happening. 
There's no clarity, no definition, no dedication; 
just smeared immersion. 

But: I want to see them again. At close 
range, outside, as nightfalls. Maybe they'd do 
with Cryptograms what I saw Kieran Hebden 
do with Everything Ecstatic last summer, in a 
park clearing. Their immolated atmospheres 
would be made crisp by the creased summer 
air; and their mugginess, too, could find 
consolation in the dying down of things, in 
the dampening canopies and the advancement 
of evening shadows. This evening, I wanted 
to see and to feel; specifically, I wanted to see 
them feel. I'm not sure they did. With the 
promise of fireworks squabbling a few metres 
beneath their surface - sometime, somewhere, 
but not right now-tonight's Deerhunter 
suit the title of their recent EP, Fluorescent 
Grey. Maybe we've just got to wait a little 
while longer- hopefully only 'til their 
upcoming LP, Microcastle- for those 
promised colours to emerge. 
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THE DODOS 

Visiter 



CONOR OBERST 



The highly acclaimed second album from this San Francisco 
trio in stores now on CD, double LP and download. 



A new self titled solo record from Conor Oberst of Bright Eyes. 



"The Dodos are essential listening" (4/5) 

Album of the month - The Fly 

"Bewitching" (4/5) Q 

"Impressive" (4/5) Uncut 

"Entrancing" (4/6) Time Out 

"Magical" (8/10) Rock Sound 

"A hidden treasure" (8/10) Drowned In Sound 

"Infectious, propulsive, unselfconscious" (4/5) Mojo 

"One of the summer's must have releases" (8/10) NME 

"Every once in a while an album emerges from the wild 

undergrowth of indiedom to blow you away. 

This is one of them" (4.5/5) The Sun 

Includes the singles "Red and Purple" and "Fools". 

SEE THE BAND LIVE IN THE UK: 

AUGUST 

12th London, The 100 Club (SOLD OUT) 

16th V Festival, Weston Park 

17th V Festival, Chelmsford 

SEPTEMBER 

2nd Dundee, Doghouse 

3rd Glasgow, King Tut's 

4th Newcastle, The Cluny 

5th York, The Duchess 

6th Leeds, Faversham 

7th Manchester, Roadhouse 

8th Sheffield, Fusion 

10th Birmingham, Bar Academy 

11th Bath, Moles 

12th Brighton, Coalition 

13th Oxford, Academy 2 

14th Nottingham, Bodega 

15th Bristol, Thekla 

16th London, ULU 



"The King Of Indie USA" Observer Music Monthly * * * * 
"One of America's best songwriters" Uncut * * * * 

In stores on CD, gatefold heavyweight LP and download now. 

Includes the single "Souled Out!!!" in stores on September 1st on 
limited etched 7" and download. 

SEE CONOR OBERST AND THE MYSTIC VALLEY BAND 
LIVE THIS SUMMER: 

AUGUST 

22nd Leeds Festival 

23rd Birmingham, Academy 2 

24th Reading Festival 

26th Portsmouth, Wedgewood Rooms 

27th London, Electric Ballroom 

28th Manchester, Academy 2 

29th Scotland, Connect Festival 

30th Belfast, Spring & Airbrake 

31st Ireland, Electric Picnic Festival 
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Wichita 




SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO Sample and Hold: ADSR Remixed out now - CD / 3LP / Digital 

THE DODOS Fools 15/09/08 - Ltd 7" / Digital 

EUROS CHILDS Cheer Gone 15/09/08 - CD / Digital 

PETER, BJORN AND JOHN Seaside Rock 15/09/08 - LP / Digital 

THOSE DANCING DAYS In Our Space Hero Suits 06/10/08 - CD / LP / Digital 



^ 



ALSO COMING SOON 

GREG WEEKS "The Hive" 

HER SPACE HOLIDAY "The New Kid Revival" 

LOS CAMPESINOS! "We're Beautiful, We're Doomed" 

LOWERS "Think" 

www. wichita-recordings . com 
we hope you enjoy our covermount cd 
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wet dog 

Words: Lauren Strain 

Photography: Dave Ma 



What do you want people to do, or feel, after having seen you play live? 

Sarah Datblygu, drums: "Stop shaving their armpits. I always want people to do 
exactly what I want them to - but they never do. People will probably leave our 
gigs and go eat a kebab and beat someone up on the way home. " 

the basics 

Rivka Gillieron (vox, guitar) is Wet Dog's founding member. Originally enforced 
by Chiaro Silvano (drums) and Sophie Politowicz (bass), she's now flanked by 
Sarah and Billy Easter, in the same triangular formation. 

"I always intend to embellish reality," pipes Sarah when I ask how things first 
occurred, "but then invent something even more tedious than fact. Last time it 
was really long-winded answer about us all being up for the main role in a Craig 
David video." 

"None of us had played the instruments we took on," recalls Rivka, "so 
everything was pretty minimal from the off." Not knowing how to format notes 
when you start a band is, for a lot of kids these days, de rigeur; but then, not 
many (or any?) of them would go on to produce a 2 1 -track album. 

"It's an ideal album to dip into," Sarah chirps. 

" It was meant to be a six-track EP, " qualifies Rivka, " but we argued over the 
artwork for so long that we just thought we'd chuck loads on ! Actually, we 
argued over the order as well. We need f***ing counselling. Are you allowed to 
swear in magazines? Can you use asterisks instead? I like them." (OK, we did.) 

Let's talk about the record, Enterprise Reversal. It's keen, and cunning. 
The guitars sound barely alive, all thinned and balding round dry patches 
of rough vox. If you're pressed for time, this is all showcased on recent single 
'Alibi', where their confident neuroticism spits and scuffs alongside bee-sting 



'Most of my formative 
experiences have been of 
acute embarrassment' 



melodies. Lastly, it's recorded kind of tinnily; and that is, I think, where its 
menace comes from. But they are, above all, playful: check titles like 'Stumpy 
Torso', 'Shit Day' and - my favourite - 'Magnet Face', for reference. 

the particulars 

What is music about? What is it fori 

Sarah: "I love the whole ethos of punk rock, though it became bastardised 
in the blinkof an eye. I don'tsee value in musicwhich is never heard." 

Rivka: "It's tempting to say that it should be an end in itself. It is literally about 
making a sound, the pleasure of hearing two notes together and having a good, 
old fashioned, tra-la-la sing-song. I end up with lyrics you can hardly understand, 
but I don't think this matters. " 

Sarah: "I don't think I know what 99% of Wet Dog songs are about -or the 
bloody lyrics, which has proved embarrassing on several occasions." 

Identify crucial moments in your life where you thought "I have to 
make music..." 

Rivka: "I loved seeing the Country Teasers in the Dublin Castle as a youth. 
People had their fingers in their ears. Also, hearing the Bulgarian State Choir on 
[Kate Bush's] The Sensual World. How do they do that warbling thing ! ?" 

Sarah: " Most of my formative experiences have been of acute 
embarrassment. I do remember once seeing the Dirty Three support PJ Harvey. 
They played this utterly heart-shatteringly amazing song which, I felt at the time, 
was so good that it must have somehow changed me as a person. I later tried to 
find this song and bought one of their albums, which was terrible. " 

Your least encouraging musical experiences...? 

Rivka: "Singing 'Colours Of Day' in the blue hymnbook number forty- 
fuckin'-FIVE at school. I feel sorry for God." 

Sarah: "Being in the audience on CD:UK." 

Where do your interests in other art forms lie? 

Rivka: "I wantto spend my life in the Die Brucke museum in Berlin." 

Sarah: "I'm hoping when we make a video I can take over and pretend 
to be David Lynch. I'd also love to have Nicholas Lyndhurst appear in one of our 
videos. He's pretty much an art form in himself." 

www.myspace.com/wetdogthebest 




^J "The year's most surprising and vital rebirth" 
^ NME 



"Already it's clear that this slinky cat is a weird, 

wily and extraordinary animal indeed. Keep watch" 

ROCKSOUND 8/10 
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WWW.MATADORRECORDS.COM 
WWW. MYSPACE . COM/ JAGU ARLOVEBAND 




ttelwecn 2005 and 2007 Former Hefner frtmtman Darren Hay man 
released four EPs detailing hii British Holiday*. Darren would take 
ukuleles, minidisk recorders and casio keyboards to Caravan Pirki 
fiutlins and & & Bs. The songs are sweet and tender, to-ft vignettes about 
lost youth, faded photographs and hall-understood Bi itishness. 

The four deleted EPs are collected here as well as three famous holiday 
songs and a DVD featuring S beautiful videos and a documentary 

Available from 4th Augu.it via Itunes, Cargo- Records and direct from 
WWWHEFIMET.COM 
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luciano 

Words: Robin Wilk: 

For some, the music of Lucien Nicolet (aka Luciano) 
may be the epitome of 'soulless minimal'. In truth, 
his sleek, loopy techno is a celebration of life: full 
of beautiful melodies, emotions, tenderness. Seen 
as a direct expression of his experiences, his tracks 
are passionate folk songs, expressed through the 
international language of bleeps, and fused with 
irresistible South American rhythms. 

Born to a Swiss father and Chilean mother, Luciano 
started his musical career in punk bands (he was 
expelled from school for playing an offensive song at 
an end-of-year assembly), before discovering dance 
music. At 1 6, too young to legally enter the clubs, he 
started some of Santiago's first electronic nights. "At 
the beginning we were super-motivated to find this 
balance between the music we loved: traditional music 
from South America - samba, salsa, tracks that are like 
1 5, 25, 35 minutes long with the same rhythm - and 
dance music, which was modern, but very close to it." 

The Chilean scene became a huge success, and a 
clutch of its stars later relocated to Berlin and found 
international success, among them Ricardo Villalobos, 
Dandy Jack -and Luciano. 

More recently, Nicolet escaped the hectic Berlin 
lifestyle by moving back to Swit 7or,anr| tr > tho orlr, ° ftf 

Lake Geneva. His music has sine- 3 .... . r ,. „ ... 

and contemplative; his DJ sets now contain as much 
sunny house as hectic techno - as his excellent new 
Fabric mix album exemplifies. 

This new setting has given him unprecedented 
space and time to experiment. "The range of electronic 
music is infinite, and I've hardly explored any of it, 
really." A new album is taking shape, full of far-flung 
influences; and he mentions a further project: full-on 
dance tracks, but with no kick drum. 

Luciano has also provided a platform, through his 
label Cadenza Recordings, for a wave of brilliant young 
Romanian producers - Rhadoo, Petre Inspirescu, Dan 
Andrei -whose abstract, percussive meditations are 
taking dance music into fascinating new realms. "The 
Romanian scene is like in Chile," says Luciano, "In that 
the musicians there are the sons of a generation that 
had a lot of suffering, and they're happy every day to 
be doing what they are doing. 

" I think passion emerges when countries have 
experienced chaos. When it slows down, you have 
a space for creativity. When there are too many rules, 
it sucks up all the art." 

www.myspace.com/luciennluciano 




jaguar love 

Words: Ben Mechen 
Photography: Michael Levine 



The power trio. The streamlined, three-pronged 
nanoband, jabbing you right between the eyes. 
Fuck a gentle meander into yr ears; unleash straight 
into the auditory canal and let them pound out a 
noise directly on yr tympanic membrane. Small and 
nimble, gets to places bigger groups can't. Rush, 
Motorhead, HuskerDu, Dinosaur Jr, hell . . . Blink- 
1 82. Now add Jaguar Love to the list. Guitar, keys, 



'We ate every meal 
together. Something 
I have not experienced 
in any band ever' 



drums. Johnny Whitney and Cody Votolato, ex of 
Seattle spazzmos The Blood Brothers, and Jay Clark, 
of defunct art-punk ensemble Pretty Girls Make 
Graves. Slates wiped clean and back to the source. 

Indeed, with Jaguar Love, everything seems to 
boil down to that. The Blood Brothers, for example, 
were around for 1 years. By the time of Young 
Machetes, their final album, they had baggage, 
and it weighed pretty heavy. They could play 
around with electronics, pull down the tempo, but 
ultimately only tinker with the edges. Ears expected 
the same caustic scrubbing every time; skin down to 
red raw or nothing else. Wasn't that difficult? 

"Jaguar Love is very much a fresh start for me," 
Whitney says. "Almost every creative choice we 
made with the Blood Brothers was filtered through 
the lens of us having to remain a hardcore band. 



That could be great. But as time went on, it became 
stifling for everyone." That band broke up last year, 
as did PGMG. All three upped and moved to 
Portland, centre of the Pacific Seaboard's fecund 
art-rock community, a place Whitney describes as 
swirling with "creative energy" . In this context, 
Jaguar Love just seemed to happen. 

"One thing that really influenced the creative 
process of this record was a very strong sense of 
intra-band community. We lived and practised 
together in the same house, and ate every meal 
together. That was something I had not experienced 
in any band ever. " It gave them confidence to 
confound those who hoped for their new project to 
be Blood Brothers or PGMG version 2.0. 

You see, Jaguar Love are glam. No - GLAM ! 
For yr average spiky hardcore kid, they now shop 
around the corner, if you know what I mean. They're 
a bit. . .eyeliner. The super-abrasive scour of the 
Blood Brothers is still there, as is PGMG's fairground 
wonk. Votolato's occasional foot-on-monitor 
axewank made the cut (thank God !), and Whitney 
can still scream with a mouth so wide it could be 
a black hole pulling planets out of orbit. But there 
are new references: HunkyDory, T-Rex, definitely, 
but maybe even 'Cum On Feel The Noize', Mudd, 
Queen. These are almost showtunes. BIG SONGS. 

"I've always loved theatrical songwriting, " he 
says, and Take Me To The Sea is undoubtedly an 
album of stories, like The Man With The Plastic 
Suns', a pulp-fictive desert noir thick with Vegas 
hucksters and lonely suicides. On 'Georgia', the 
album's centrepiece, Whitney's voice seems to 
bound up a ladder to the clouds, flit between 
celestial registers like nothing at all, before returning 
to Earth to draw the sentence to a close without 
a bump, all 'What? You can't do that too?'. 

Jaguar Love prove a back-to-basics three-man 
assault doesn't make the grand idea impossible - 
you just have to get the most out of yr resources. 
Make everything louder and closer than everything 
else; slacken their jaws with the sensory smack of 
a rock opera three inches from the face. 

www.jaguarlove.net 
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olay 

Words: Thorn Gibbs 

The booklet in 2004's seminal grime comp Run The 
floac/delivered a manifesto for the scene: "You 
probably haven't heard this sound before. . . Not in the 
charts, yet. Not on adverts, yet. Not down your high 
street record shops, yet." And the photos: Bruza 
munching a hot wing in a take away, Dizzee blurred 
and angry, Jammer texting on two phones at once. My 
favourite was No Lay. Perched on her bed, head down 
over scrappy A4, cramming more lines to nearly filled 
pages. Four years later grime is still waiting for the 
charts, adverts, and high street record shops. No Lay's 
still writing in her bedroom. "I've got stacks of books 
my house, stuff from before I was No Lay, when peopl 
used to call me Vibes. Yeah, it's a really lame name." 

Following years of post- Run The Road 2 silence, 
No Lay recently re-emerged with mixtape No 
Comparisons. Jhe productions range from what she 
calls "tin pot grime" to 'My Way', which sounds like 
a mid-period Depeche Mode instrumental. Every 
syllable from her mouth is like a point being proved; 
rarely has the MC verb 'spittin' been more apt. Today, 
she's back from a tour with Australian hip-hoppers 
Bumblebeez-and an improbable show in Russia. 
"Moscow was really different. I didn't like the food. 
They had this cheese thing, and it was really thick and 
gunky. It was kind of a rock crowd I played to - you 
know when they do that devils' fingers thing? I did it 
back and they went crazy. Afterwards guys were trying 
to kiss my hand and stuff- 1 was like. . .alright then!?" 

Mentioning grime draws a slightly exhausted 
exhalation. "Before I was just a party spitter- now 
I'm learning to be an artist. I look at grime and I don't 
know if it has the power to go mainstream." 

Regardless, she's preparing for her album next 
year: "I'm working extra now, and it's more than musi 
I've got a stylist and she tells me what to eat for my 
skin, and what to drink. I've got to run about now if I'r 
putting weight on. It's crazy." 

This seems totally at odds with the tomboy who 
rapped "/ don 't like flirty dudes/I freeze up " on her Rl 
777e/?oac/2 contribution 'Unorthodox Chick'. Her 
dream is to publish a collection of poetry. Does it 
bother her that she has to jump these hurdles to get 
there? "I'm glad for the exercise, though. When you're 
touring and you rap as fast as me, you need stamina." 

Encouragingly, on No Comparisons, No Lay shines 
when she jumps away from grime's relentless, didactic 
1 40BPM. On the sultry 'No Lay Says So' she raps 7 
don 't like to write love songs/Because I think they take 
a little bit too long ", sounding both blunt and 
compelling. Best of all, she seems completely in love 
with what she's doing. "The first ever time I ever had a 
car driving past playing my stuff I shouted 'THAT'S 
ME!' and went running beside it, like a bit of an idiot. 
These days I deal with it much better. I went into HMV 
today and saw my thing on the shelf. I was going to 
pick it up, go the counter and smile at the guy, but then 
thought 'you idiot' and walked out." 

www.myspace.com/mcnolay 






vile imbeciles 

Words: Meryl Trussler 
Photography: Dave Ma 



Before you seethe beast, you'll hear the sound 
that it makes. 

Footsteps fall hard and heavy, a descending, 
tuneless growl of rhythm guitar: the universal, 
dispassionate cadence of you' 're-going-to-die. 
When it rounds that corner it will be four- 
headed, leather-skinned and coiffed all Robert 
Smith-like- mean-looking varmint! -and it'll 
sing, with excruciating hush and hot breath, of 
all the disgusting things it's going to do to you. 
Of course, in its human form, us having learned 
nothing from God versus Led Zepplin etc, we 
guilelessly accept it as a killer rock band called 
Vile Imbeciles. 

It falls, quartered, into the following parts: 
ex-Eighties Matchbox B-Line Disaster Andy 
Huxley on whispers'n'catcalls, ex-Neil's Children 

x is just a cheap 
itation of funk 
isic' 



James Hair on bass, Caz Rospigliosi on guitar 
and Bertie Lean on drums; all hands-on 
testosterone. 

Together they've made an album-shaped 
mess that's goth and funk and metal shavings, 
and something that the critics will certainly find 
more palatable - more danceable, even -than 
last year's chaotic first effort Ma. You get the 
feeling the Vile ones themselves won't be 
particularly moved either way; that's what 
killer rock band custom is all about. 

Two of their proud beastheads deign 
to speak: 

Vile Imbiciles - do you really 
consider yourselves to represent "the 
supreme reality" (as it claims in your 
press release)? 



Andy: " I don't know what to say to that - 
part of the irony is that it's not explained." 

Do you think heavier, dirtier music 
as actually more pure than others? 

Caz: "I don't know if purity really comes 
into it." 

What do you regard as pretence, 
in music? 

Both: "Miming." 

A lot of the press you received on 
your last album was quite negative, 
finding it to be too methodless.Did you 
take any of that on board when it came 
to making your new album. Queen ie 
Was A Blonde, or was it more of a 
natural progression? 

Andy: "Yes, it hurt. You bastards! But 
as my dog says, 'What did you expect? 
You dick!'" 

Are you as proud of a bad review as a 
good one? 

Caz: "So long as you can take good quotes 
from it." 

Is there anyone you're out to impress? 

Caz: "Rich old widows." 

Do you generally like your fans? What 
makes a great gig for you? 

Caz: "Depends who they are. You can't 
like everyone." 

Andy: "A great gig is one where I don't think 
about what I'm doing. Doesn't happen enough 
at the moment." 

Do you think funk music is still strongly 
related to sex? Is all music? 

Andy: "Sexisjustacheap imitation of 
funk music." 

Caz: "Or it's for people who have no musical 
talent." 

And one final question: are you as scary 
as you sound? 

Caz: "Yes." 

Andy: "No." 

www.myspace.com/vileimbeciles 
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Our favourite changelings The Fiery Furnaces 

never tour the same country twice 

Words: Matthew Friedberger 

Illustrations: Vincent Vanoli 



28 May, Yolo County, California 

I, and therefore the band, have a fear of redundancy. 

Or is it a love of redundancy? And if redundancy 
is illogical, which it isn't, does it function as 
intensifier or negation? 

Regardless - or rather, irregardless: the band 
does not think it proper or honest or pleasant, when 
it plays shows, to play its material in a broadly 
recognisable fashion. It considers that manner of 
proceeding to be improper, dishonest, and 
unpleasant. And it considers other bands who 
mount themselves in that fashion to be those three 
derogatory words. Of course, the band sometimes 
plays songs recognisably, and in doing so, derogates 
itself. Which is proper and honest, if not pleasant. 

Which brings me to my point: since the band 
doesn't wish to play its shows like its records, should 
it not describe its shows like they didn't happen? 

Since live we play imaginary, meaning differently 
made-up, versions of our songs - shouldn't I here 
describe imaginary versions of our shows? An 
accurate description would be redundant (in 
relation to what actually happened), and therefore 
not in the spirit of our shows, and therefore not true 
to our shows. Not true. But not false, in the sense of, 
potentially useful. 




Since the band doesn't wish to play 
its shows like its records, should it 
not describe its shows like they 
didn't happen? 




It is too dark to see them. But I can feel all the 
almond farmers out there, the Pride Of California, 
asleep - out there, on the other side of the two-inch 
thick brand-new hotel walls. All those almond 
farmers are dreaming dreams of dread, no doubt, 
the oil being 1 30 dollars a barrel, the bees all dead, 
the price of almonds so high that all the great 
supermarket chains of North America will refuse to 
stock them anymore - 
because in the coming 
depression, who will 
dream of wanting 
something as luxurious 
as almonds? -tossing 
on their sober, modest 
mattresses. 

And off in the big 
city, the almond- 
farmer's daughter, perhaps from right outside the 
hotel window (which can't be opened) has been 
forced by circumstance to discontinue her 
education, and rides, and rides, the 22 night bus, 
without even a working MP3 player to dull her 
senses, as she can't afford to charge it. Despair and 
confusion. From another point of view. 

As I write this, I am on tour with my band The Fiery 
Furnaces. Everyone in the band is asleep - except 
Bob, of course. We are in California, between 
Sacramento and San Francisco. We are staying in 
a very nice hotel. I am kidding about the last part. 

Therefore, on this tour, we didn't play the shows 
we did. That much is certain. But we might have 
played the shows I imagined we played, insofar as 
I only imagined them. 

/ will set myself therefore, after each show and 
on any days between shows, to imagine a show we 
might have played, and how it might have sounded 
and so forth, but that we didn't play, and that 
therefore sounded no such way, whatsoever. Those 
imaginary shows, by the perverted logic of rock-as- 
it-actually-exists, that these terrible times makes one 
submit to, are the actual, because non-actually 
actual, shows of the tour. 



I will therefore describe those in this diary. 

So: there is no mystery about which rock shows 
aren't the rock shows: those are the rock shows, 
which aren't. But there is uncertainty about which 
aren't the rock shows which are. I imagine: which 
ones are they? Are those the rock shows which 
aren't? Did I imagine that one? Or didn't I? 

But to sum up: the point of this band's musical 
tour is necessarily inaudible. Or actually: I can't be 
sure if I heard it. No one can. 

4 June, Blanding, Utah 

It's an off night and it's pouring rain in the desert. 

I'm full of doubts as to my ability to describe 
the imaginary Fiery Furnaces' shows I now am 
convinced a Fiery Furnaces' tour consists of. 
More importantly, I question the authority I have 
to imagine the imaginings that went on there. Or 
didn't do so, one should say. This is a social question, 
meaning a political one. Surely, any actual or non- 
attending audience's delusions as to what didn't 
happen are as authoritative as my own? Surely, this 
is a matter of simple democratic-mindedness. In this 
crucial election year, one has an obligation, if one 
operates in the North American cultural left, to 
acknowledge the trivia and procedures of the 
mainstream political culture itself. Let me address, 
then, the Authority of the Non-Attending Audience. 

Their authority is unassailable. 

Therefore: I might imagine the non-existent 
Blanding, Utah Fiery Furnaces' show to have 
taken place mostly in the Mobil station, with the 
encore moving over to the Indian smoke shop. 
But someone who wasn't there has just as much 
right to say that the show didn't, meaning 'did', 
happen in the breakfast room of the Comfort Inn, 
and that the encore took place by the motel 
swimming pool, even though there isn't one. 
Which description has greater authority? Certainly 
the Non-Attending-Audience members, or NAAM'S 
as the army might write it, has. 

But, of course, when my description is stripped 
of its authority, which of course it must be for 
reasons of democracy, its offensiveness and, 



16| plan b 





therefore, its lack of authority, is taken away thereby. It is reborn, democratic- 
wise. And is therefore as good (meaning not-having-happened) as any other. 
So they both have the same authority. And so shows multiply. 

10 June, Des Moines, Iowa 

It's the last days of Pompeii, the sky is falling. The rivers are going to swell up and 
take the city down to Cairo (Cairo, llinois). "Clearly, Melanesians want cargo," 
wrote Kenelm Burridge, many years ago. Clearly, people want rock music; 
clearly, rock bands, such as they are, want fans. It's just that the various ways 
of getting what one wants seem supremely counter-intuitive. 

Of course, cargo cults, as Burridge's book for instance establishes, can be 
seen as perfectly rational. In fact, it's only the rock bands, of the the three groups 
(Melanesians of old, rock fans, and rock bands), that have a faulty method. 

They, overwhelmingly, seek fans by playing, judged by the elementary rules 
of genre-following, the stupidest, cheapest, most redundant thing they can 
manage. The fact that many are successful thereby has no relation whatsoever 
to the prosecution of this cynical method. The method is, therefore, faulty. 

The reason for this is to be found in the fascinating details of the rock fans' 
method. They currently, and overwhelmingly, listen to what is very likely to be 
the stupidest, cheapest, most redundant thing possible, given rock music's 
constraints, and simply imagine it to be good. This is a profound feat of the 
imagination. Where one expects to find complete slavishness to a completely 
authoritarian mechanism, one sees instead complete independence: the fact, 
at least procedural, of complete imaginative independence. This fact, however, 
in fact has no apparent effect. It is, as it points out, currently indistinguishable 
from complete and total accommodation to authoritarianism. It might be seen 
to be the same thing. One can't be certain. It certainly is what it is. 

It is not raining here in Des Moines, but the water is still rising. 

I correspondingly imagine the show here to be underwater. 

Rock music, and the business of selling it, is in many ways, sunk. That's what 
the papers often say. The band will therefore head down to the beach. 

The band's methods being uncertain and ineffective (as it does not exempt 
itself), the band seeks guidance and expertise. But what would count as 
expertise? I would imagine that expertise 
in this sphere would be embodied by 
whatever is socially considered both 
the most ineffective and most 
imaginative. In accordance, the 
band will therefore find a four- 
year-old child to manage it, 
and produce its next record. 
In the meantime, please 
send any NAAM'S 
descriptions of Fiery 
Furnaces' shows to the 
band's PO box. Perhaps 
we can make a live DVD 
of them. And remember 
to vote for the Democratic 
Party's now presumptive 
nominee for president, 
if only imaginarily. 




playlist: art for spastics 

Words: DJ Rick 
Illustration: Ryan Peltier 

The best in garage/scuzz- 
punk ineptitude 



Night Wounds/Mutators 

Split seven-inch (Badmaster) 

Two different creatures of the night yin and 
yang together into this chilling split EP. Night 
Wounds lead a lurching charge on the 
intriguingly textured, ominously creeping 
'Animal' before warming up the vampire 
libido on their seductively bleak Death In 
June cover. Mutators are a more unrestrained 
kinda killer. With zero cushion (guitar/drums, 
no bass), supremely incendiary female vocals 
enmesh with raw Ginn-like guitar over the 
top of militant drums. Side A sucks your 
blood; side B splatters it on every wall. 

Mayyors 

Marines Dot Com (Waste Of Oil) 

Taking the Brainbombs' cue toward thee 
infinite descending riff, Sacramento's most 
ruthless neg-vibe pummellers could burrow 
a new Chunnel with their deep grooves and 
serrated edges. An unprecedented burly 
motorik groove, with arcane guitar-synth 
technology and effects-laden vokills adding 
just the faintest cyber-edged sheen. 

Sexy Prison 

Filth Flarn Filth (Occult) 

Your antidote to boredom could be this 
hilarity-inducing, dancefloor-oppressive end- 
times party-ripper with touches of Severed 
Heads andTimbaland swirling into a sonic 
storm-surge of fantastic electro/weirdpunk. 
Fat beats, timbre-rich buzzes and pulses, and 
Peter Hook-like basswork provides the girth 
while a bevy of clever samples chase Mayyor 
Dawson's whacked warble like scenes from 
the best slapstick comedy. 

Sewn Leather 

I Live Like This Cuz I Like It ((Y)ours) 

Thisyoung Olympia,Washington duo blares 

sarcastic punk confrontational vocals over 
what's essentially darkwave, but slower and 



with stouter beats. Employing no sequencers, 
they use the same equipment as many other 
analogue-crazy gear-geeks in the recurrent 
'minimal wave' scene, but say they have no 
idea about that: "We're basically trying to 
turn what we heard in Big Black into stoner 
anthems," says singer Griffin. Well, they 
must've cut something gnarly into their weed 
that nullifies the mellowing effect. 

Various 

Festival Der Genialen Dissidenten 
(Enfant Terrible) 

Another definitive document of the 
still-budding minimal wave underground 
Zeitgeist, this compilation sounds like a time 
capsule of darker-edge synth-pop from 



Toward thee 
infinite 
descending riff 



a quarter century ago, but also reveals the 
great variety of bands and artists in this new 
scene. Dolina and Nosztalgia Direktiva 
provide stellar examples of the darkwave 
formalism you expect, Yseult Descieux and 
Coeurvert a bright cheekiness, Le Triangle de 
L'Androgyne incorporate newer electronica 
elements, and Agent Side Grinder go zero- 
BPM abstract. 

The Hospitals 

Hairdryer Peace (Self-released) 

After two LPs of unbridled bombast on 
the noisiest fringe of garage punk, Adam 
Stonehouse and his revolving door of 
guests have achieved a more coiffed 
cacophony with forays into formalist pop, 
breezy melody, and bone-toss to beardo- 
folk appreciators. A landmark album, 
and perhaps the most wonderfully weird 
LP of 2008. 

"As long as DIY bands and artists keep me 
amazed, I will keep doing radio and extreme- 
blogging as a tribute to them ..." 
www.artforspastics.blogspot.com 
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slagsmalsklubben 

Words: DrSwan 

Bjorn, Frej, Hannes, Beebop, Joni and Kim are 
Slagsmalsklubben. Having migrated from Sweden 
to Berlin, they now seek comprehensive inte 
domination for their 8-bit wundersound. To m is enu, 
the brave voyagers offer a nominal acronym for the 
pronunciation-challenged: SMK, which handily 
doubles up as Swedish Guitar Music (though for 
the real origin read on). With three albums of uber- 
colourful bitpop already arpeggiating vividly through 
many a pleased set of ears, 'Sponsored By Destiny' 
captivating club audiences, and a well-received tour 
with Late Of The Pier recently completed, I spoke to 
Bjorn about how their mission is progressing. . . 

Where are you and what are you doing? 

"We're in our studio/office/hang out rehearsing. 
We're going to Norway tomorrow and we're DJing 
tonight, so we'll probably just stay up and go as early 
as possible. No sleep for the wicked." 

I understand your name means 'Fight Club'. 
After the book, the film or something else? 

"Actually, 'Fight Club' in Swedish sounds really 
geeky (in a cool way). We took the name from the 
movie as Joni had made an illegal copy of it - but 
written the name in Swedish." 

'Sparks flew from 
the metal beast' 

Are you as happy as your music? 

"We are. . .as happy as the crowd is." 
You seem to sit somewhere between the 8- 
bit indie-pop and good old-fashioned electro. 

"We started out with 8-bitty sounds, only to find 
out it's not the sound itself that makes that kind of 
music grand, but rather the simplicity of the melodies, 
and the . . . naivety? I hope that we've led kids to a place 
that may once have been a Nintendo playground, 
but is now a whole genre with its own sound - and 
own laws." 

So, are you sponsored by destiny? 

" Hell no, we've been having the worst luck 
imaginable. When we moved to Berlin we got our van's 
window smashed, and they stole all my clothes, and 
some equipment. One month earlier some burglars in 
our studio stole stuff worth 1 00,000 Swedish dollars. 
We've had three vans before the one we do now. We 
wore them out - a tire just went off, skidding past the 
van while sparks flew from the metal beast. We've had 
numerous synths stolen after shows and one month 
ago I got my iPod stolen in Ibiza, along with all my 
money, while we played." 

What's next for Slagsmalsklubben? 

"We'll play our asses off until September, and then 
we'll. . .pause. We've been touring most of the year, 
and now we have to relax and concentrate on making 
new stuff. I recently crashed my mum's car, so I have to 
pay that back. I also have to get a driver's licence." 

www.smk.just.nu 




If, as her album title runs, EveryJokelstialfThe 
Truth, it's also true the whole punchline will be shot 
through with the melancholy inherent in the music 
(and comics) by Leah Hayes, aka Scary Mansion. 

Holy Moly and Funeral Of The Heart (published 
by Fantagraphics) embrace sadness with joyful 
imagination and compassionate humour; a 
bitterness that tastes great. Cry till you come out the 
other side - or put lick on your eyes if you can't- all 
to the sound of her dreamy yowl, currently cracking 
pavements, gilding stoops, scattering card games 
and rolling hobos around Brooklyn's windy streets. 

How do you manage to do so many things? 
Are you a no sleep at all type of person like 
P Diddy? 

"Yes, I don't sleep. Just one of the many 
similarities between me and P Diddy." 



'People love to make 
themselves feel sad all 
the time' 



It seems like your songs are personal 
and your comics more about other people 
or objects. 

"You can find connections in all of them, I think. 
It's easier to write songs about how I feel than it is 
to write or draw how I feel. " 

Why do you think listening to melancholic 
scuzzy music (like yours) makes so many 
people feel so good? 

" People have so much insight when they are 
melancholy. Everything is clearer, more important. 
People love to make themselves feel sad all the time. 
I do, too. That's why I end up writing sad songs and 
stories. It makes me feel happy. Does that make 
sense? Teenagers understand. " 

I think if you're a hot chick and people don't 
like your work, they are more likely to slate 



you for that reason alone, ie 'No one would 
pay attention to her if she weren't a hot chick' 
(It can work the other way too, of course). Do 
you think that being a hot chick makes it easier 
or more difficult? 

" Isn't this a trick question? (Who says I am hot? 
Are they hot?)" 

Or is it just too boring to still have to think 
about making work on those terms? 

"Yes. People are very interested in you and 
your work if you are a girl-person. You are a 'Female 
Artist'. It's insanely annoying. I was obsessed with 
boys my whole life. I never wanted to be associated 
with girls. Now it's hard to get away from, because 
people want to talk about how it affects your 
thought process or your success. It does and 
it doesn't." 

You put gigs on at your apartment. Where 
do you hide your breakables? What has been 
a highlight moment? 

"We had amazing music parties, every month 
for a year. We did hide our valuables at first, but 
people were stupid anyway. One jerk stole my 
wisdom teeth that I had just gotten pulled a month 
before (they were on my nightstand). Another guy 
wrote his poetry on our walls in permanent ink, 
then left. But we had so many good experiences 
there, and so, so many people came over, that 
I think we were relatively lucky. I mean, we never 
had someone die or throw up on anyone else." 

You mention "50,000 types of fun" in 
'Shame' (if I heard it right) What are your top 
five types of fun? 

1 . Leaving somewhere. 

2. Hanuka/Christmas. 

3. French kissing. 

4. Pictionary. 

5. Crying. 

Could I tempt you to the UK by telling you 
factoids about how many scary mansions per 
square mile we have here? 

" I have seen them ! If you have me over, I would 
like to be put up in one, please." 

www.leahhayes.com 
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FOR- CUT-IE 



"A superb album" Sunday Times Culture 

"The Seattle band's sixth LP extends the soundscape to IMAX proportions" uncut 

"DCFC once again prove themselves masters of the bigger picture... magnificent" The Fly 

"Death Cab have the most souL, savagery and pure punk spirit of 
any crossover act you'll hear this year--- 'Narrow Stairs' is 
more challenging, uncompromising and brilliant than any number 
one US album since Radiohead turned boring" nme 



NOW 





the void 



Words: Stevie Chick, Frances 
Morgan, Louis Pattison and 
Lauren Strain 
Illustrations: John Cei Douglas 




An early afternoon session this month, 
the summer sun locked safely outside 



k.ML 



XX Teens 

Only You (Mute) 

Formerly XeroxTeens- before being sued 
by the reproduction agency - and 
produced by Ross Orton, who's lent his 
hands to FatTruckers, MIA, and loads of 
Sheffield stuff. "Born from the great British 
art school tradition," sez the press release. 
Frances: Pumped up INDIE ROCK (this is). 
Stevie:The last single was a great conceptual 
thing, but this is just so. . . ordinaire. 
Frances: Yeah, they've beefed up and 
blanded out. Like a monster cow. For burgers. 
Louis: He has that yelpy thing going on, 
which people do when they can't really sing. 
Lauren: Ooo, pumping up the volume. 
Frances: BIG LOUD BIT- and a very simple 
guitar solo descends upon us. 
Louis: It seems like this song is just a 
preamble to the guitar solo. 
Lauren: Which in itself is just up down, down 
up. ..end. 

Frances: It's so simple, it's quite nice - a bit 
like the guitar line in 'ESP' by the Buzzcocks. 
Stevie: If I paid cash for that and two B-sides 
I'd be well narked. 

Frances:The one thing missing from that was 
handclaps. My brain was filling them in. 

Kong 

Blood Of A Dove (Brew) 

"Kong's music takes all the risibly 

obnoxious elements of lots of very loud, 

credible bands, feeds it non-brand specific 

lager, then comes on it in its sleep," writes 

Andy Falkous of Future Of The Left in 

thebiog. 

Lauren: PAIN (good pain). 

Louis: Krkk-crunch-yaargh. 

Stevie: Like slowly struggling up a staircase, 

with all of the Jesus Lizard on your back. 

Louis:This is basically how the second track 

of every Shellac album starts. Really bored, 

contemptuous vocals. Good stuff. 



Frances: OK, it sounds like Future Of The Left. 
Armpits. It swings between seasick big 
swampy riffs and little clipped secateur riffs. 
Lauren: I quite like how it sounds like there's 
a lot of space behind the instruments -if that 
makes any sense. . .like they're given a good 
chance to properly resound (boring thing to 
say, Lauren). 

Stevie:They squall with skill. 
Frances:The drums sound like an oil rig. 
Louis: I saw these guys once, actually -they 
wore masks, were mostly naked, and one guy 
had the set list written on his chest. 
Lauren: Had he written it upside down? 

Joker 

Holly Brook Park (Kapsize) 

Bristol producer, played out by Kode9, 
Benga and Plastician. Sits on the nexus 
betwixt grime, dubstep and this new 
wonky 'movement', whatever that is . . . 

Frances: It's certainly very wonky -nothing 

is solid, everything's refracted. 

Stevie: Like fairground mirrors. 

Lauren: About 100m underwater. 

Stevie: And someone's weed in the water. 

Lauren: Stevie. 

Stevie: Sorry. 

Louis:The production is quite grimy, it's kinda 

synthetic and Eighties sounding. It lacks the 

earthy, warm edge of dubstep. 

Frances: It's like almost happy hardcore 

sounding... slowed down. 

Louis: This 'wonky' sound is funny cos there's 

no sense of regionalism to it - it's part from 

LA, part London, part Bristol . . . 

Stevie: It sounds very cheap, in a good way - 

very raw circuits, primitive synths. 

Lauren: It doesn't seem to have much sense 

of trajectory/progression. 

Frances: So how would we all dance to this? 

Stevie: SLOWLY. 

Louis: In a bear suit. 

Lauren: Not taking feet off floors. 



Micachu 

Golden Phone (Accidental) 

The Plan £-hyped producer has since 
scored adoration from Bjork and more - a 
Matthew Herbert-assisted album in 
October is awaited with trembles. 

Lauren: At first I really found it hard to take to 
her voice -it's almost baby/toddlertalk, 
which I normally abhor... but the way she 
uses it as a sort of interplay with her equally 
clipped, curt little instrumentals works well. 
Stevie: I love how the music is so electric, like 
it was sculpted from static and synth whirr, 
while the vocals are so warm and human 
and imperfect. 

Louis: She's working with Matthew Herbert. 
Should push the 'funny noise' count through 
the roof. 

Lauren: And then it kicks! Killer chorus, really. 
Likeably obnoxious. 
Stevie: So pop, so weird. 
Louis: On the press release she is credited as 
'Vocals, guitar, electronics and Hoover'. 
Frances: At the moment I am thinking she 
might just be a much more technologically 
advanced Kate Nash ... it does give the 
impression of someone thinking and singing 
while doing the housework -that kind of 
reflectiveness. And melancholy. 
Stevie: I like it- and I like that I can't 
compartmentalise her yet -if I were to 
play that again it would still be full of 
surprises, and so it would be for a while 
after that. 

Frances: I'm thinking if she were a 21 year- 
old boy would I just be like, meh, stop 
whingeing. . .but generally I found that 
very intriguing. 

Lauren: A lot of people do seem to be 
going absolutely nuts for her, though, 
which I guess could be sliiiightly worrying in 
that maybe this sort of weird complexity 
might fade a little - but of course that's 
up to her... 



Yo Majesty 

Kryptonite Pussy EP (Domino) 

This rambunctious trio of Floridians were 
recently interviewed by Beth Ditto (who 
they toured with). Claim to bring what the 
world needs: "soul-stirring". 

Louis: Mixing up crunk, funk, punk, and other 

things that end with 'unk'. 

Frances: Damn, I know I should like this band 

but they kind of annoy me... 

Stevie: I like 'em . . .they have an ace sense of 

timing. Love the dancehall stomp to it. 

Frances: Yeah, it really stomps -it's 

rudimentary in a good, emphatic, direct way. 

LauremThose drums are like controlled 

explosions, or like a hundred guns going off 

simultaneously. They're my favourite bit. 

Stevie:This reminds me a bit of Dead Prez - 

it's righteous and political but in no way 

worthy or earnest. 

Frances:Aren't they just saying they're great 

tho? Is it political if women say they're 

great? Discuss. 

Louis:The ying to DJ Assault's yang. 

Lauren: "Push that pussy"! Ohhh, I want 

my mum. 

Stevie:This is so much fun. 

LauremThey're undermining male authority! 

Smokers Die Younger 

Sketchpads (Sheffield Phonographic 
Corporation) 

"The scruffiest band in South Yorkshire" 
make "a love song to the humble four- 
track tape recorder" - and apparently 
received sponsorship by Karl Lagerfeld . . . ? 

Stevie:Their name sucks a hairy dog. Bands 

what sound like The Smiths can fuck right 

off.GRRR. 

Frances: Poor little violin on its lonesome. . . 

Lauren: He sounds like he's been smoking. 

The hypocrite. 

Louis: Instead of a guitar, they have, like, a 

harpsichord. 
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Is it political if women say they're 
great? Discuss 



Frances: They've recorded this incredibly 

harshly, I'm almost impressed. 

Lauren: Actually. . . loads more bitten-on-the- 

bum than I thought they'd be. 

Stevie:IAMLOVINGTHISNOW. 

Lauren: All the instruments sounds like nippy 

little rodents 

Stevie:The Fonz would describe this single 

as'nutso'. 

Frances: Karl Lagerfeld, however, would 

describe it as 'directional'. 

Stevie:Thatwas'No Chorus', like Naomi 

Klein is No Logo. 

Frances: Srsly, next year I predict the return 

of deep voices for mens - along with wide 

trousers. That's how fashion works. I'm never 

wrong about shit like that. 

Burger/Voight 

Roter Platz (Kompakt) 

Or to humanise these Cologne techno 
legends, Wolfgang and Jorge, the latter 
of whom co-founded Kompakt with 
micro-house mates Michael Mayer and 
Jurgen Paape. 

Frances: Ah, that's more like it, bit of minimal. 
Louis: Picture yourself floating through 
a sea of your own druggy, hedonistic 
apathy while looking REALLY GREAT 
(big sunglasses indoors). 
Lauren:What began as ominous has 
become... nonplussed? 
Stevie: I think the word you are searching for 
is 'banal'. 

Lauren: I don't appreciate that 'sheen' sound 
at all. 

Stevie: I like the buzzing noise in the 
background that sounds like the intruder 
alert alarm from some grody sci-fi movie. 
Louis: Ahaha the press release starts: "... in 
rhythmical movements, the sperm cell swims 
towards the egg cell, and both unite..." 
Stevie: Dude made sex sound totally 
dull there. 



Lauren: I have become plasma. 

Frances: It wipes my mind clean. 

Stevie:This sort of thing is why theTories will 

win the next election. 

Frances: The Tories will win with indie rock. 

David Cameron likes Radiohead. He said so. 

Louis:TechnofortheTangerine Dream dads, 

I think. 

Frances: I am a Tangerine Dream Dad! 

I knew I was part of some tribe somewhere. 

Unfortunately there aren't any magazines 

that cater to such a subgroup so you're stuck 

with me for a while... 

Louis: Now you are publisher you can found 

your own...? 

Frances: What shall I call it I wonder?THE 

COSMIC FATHERLAND. 

MoHa! 

Jeff Carey's MoHa! (Rune Grammofon) 

Young Norwegian chaps take jazz to pieces 

and put it all back together with the 

contents of Tangerine Dream Dad's loft— 

this is a very classy noise seven-inch with 

a nice Kim Hiorthoy sleeve. 

Frances: Working with Supercollider: clever. 

Louis: But then they go and record it using a 

dustbin and a bit of string. 

Stevie: In the words of Billy Joel, its still 

rock'n'roll to me. 

Frances: Billy Joel goes to extremes. I like that 

in a man. [Five seconds later] COME ON 

MOHA! DO A SKRONK! STOP PISSING 

AROUND WITH YOUR GENERATIVE 

SOFTWARE. 

Lauren: I popped to the toilet and it was all 

downhill from there. 

Stevie: I like this, but where is the jazz? 

Louis: Close your eyes. Try to imagine. You 

can't, can you? 

Lauren: All the mechanics are reversing, 

melting, stuttering, imploding. This 

is awesome. 

Louis: NANOBOTWAR. 



Frances: Yeah, I like the electronics, it takes it 
to another place entirely- and also makes it 
a little more accessible. 
Lauren: I hope this is what the end of 
the world sounds like. All the metal just 
going 'squelch'. 

Louis:The main impression I get of this music 
is that it is extremely fastidiously put 
together, nothing left to chance, and if you 
don't speak the lingo -the very complex, 
esoteric lingo - it can be quite 
overwhelming. I like it but I prefer them 
live, where you can see what they're doing 
and have fun figuring out where all those 
crazy fucking noises come from. 

A Sunny Day In Glasgow 

Summerlong Silences (Disjuncture) 

Led by a remix, and released on a new 

record label to accompany the band's 

first'proper' UK shows (which you may 

or may not have missed in July and very 

early August). 

Louis: It's like three different shoegazing 

bands recorded over one another. 

Frances: Dreamy pop. Sort of insular. 

Lauren: Oxygenated ! (And by that I mean 

too airy, no lucidity whatsoever). 

Frances: Rain on windowpanes. Scratched 

records. A bit underweight. 

Stevie: Too much reverb. 

Louis: BUT DO YOU LIKE IT? 

Stevie: Meh. 

Frances: I like it. If you listen to a whole 

album of theirs, which I have, the cumulative 

effect is really disorienting. 

Louis:The beats are totally redundant. 



Macq' on their press page, which he 
should adopt for big pimpery, post- 
haste. B-side is a cover of Mclusky's 
'Lightsabre Cocksucking Blues' - 
brave choice? 

Louis:These guys are fun, aren't they? 
Frances:Theyare. I like her voice too. 
She's got another yelpy voice, but it's kinda 
liquid and potentially dangerously funny- 
like if you were out somewhere she'd yell 
something rude and get you all beaten up. 
Lauren: I want to like this, but I always 
have a weird reaction to songs/singers 
that repeat the exact same thing over 
and over again, I don't know why. The 
synths are really cool, how they see-saw in 
all different directions. 
Stevie: Also, Karen 0. But then, she's like 
year zero for eight million bands now 
isn't she? 

Lauren: B-side.THIS is better. 
Louis: Covering 'Lightsabre Cocksucking 
Blues' feels like such a weird idea. 
Frances:Why? 

Louis: It's sorta Mclusky's signature song, 
the one the fanboys love the most. 
Stevie: Anything that winds up fanboyz all- 
time yoga flame good idea. 
Lauren: Oh, I forgot this was a cover. . . of a 
song I don't enjoy. 

Louis: It's hard to imagine anyone really 
liking it more than the original. But then 
Lauren did. 

Frances: I think I might do too - sorry Louis! 
Stevie: Me three. 
Louis: Oh, shut up now. 



Fight Like Apes 

Lend Me Your Face (Model 
Citizen) 

Rowdy, Karen O-loving Irish punks - 
they have a synth instead of guitar 
and call Steve Lamacq 'Steve La 



singles of the month 

Frances: MoHa! -Jeff Carey's MoHa! 
Stevie: Yo Majesty- Krypton ite Pussy 
Louis: Joker - Holly Brook Park 
Lauren: Micachu - Golden Phone 
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in the mix: grouper 

Between in-jokes and singalongs, 
the Plan B office has been frosting 
out to Grouper's rain-shadowed 
Dragging A Dead Deer Up A Hill 

Swans Blackmail 

" I thought I didn't like any songs with Jarboe on them 
until I heard this one. It became one of the only cover 
songs I've tried out - the lyrics kill me." 

Gas 0095 

" I have been listening to this on repeat while working 
on drawings that are very detailed and laborious to 
make. Good music for that." 

Aaliyah At Your Best (You Are Love) 

"A beautiful song, on an album from my teens that 
I still play. A good part of my listening habits is still 
Nineties hip-hop and R'n'B - partly the reason there's 
hardly anything new on this list." 

Leos Janacek In The Mists 

" I grew up listening to these songs. My dad made me a 
tape in college and I used to listen to it on my Walkman 
riding the buses around Oakland and San Francisco." 

Rhythm And Sound Queen In My Empire 

" From With The Artists. I only want to quote the lyrics: 
'I'm like a burning fire/Leave me you old vampire'. . . " 

Selda Ince Ince 

"I like this song at high volume. Turkish Emo. Makes me 
want to yell along with it, but all I can do is caterwaul 
phonetically similar garble." 

Cocteau Twins Fifty-Fifty Clown 

" Really melty and weird -it kind of sounds like Hall 
And Oates did some of the instrumentation. Why that 
combination would make the song something I like is a 
mystery. I have been ridiculed for liking Cocteau Twins 
-they're kind of like Kate Bush in terms of the 
bipolarity of most people's response to them." 

William Basinski D|P 1.1 

" From The Disintegration Loops. Incredibly beautiful. 
Best heard at high volume while laying on the floor." 

Dragging An Ox Through Water Aces 

I met Brian Mumford because his band name was so 
similar to the name of the album I was thinking of 
putting out at the time and it freaked me out enough 
that I got in touch. We ended up playing shows 
together. I love this song even more live - he plays 
strange homemade synthesisers and circuit bent 
things that rumble and hiss alongside really well- 
crafted pop melodies. Pretty unique." (Liz Harris) 

yellowelectric.googlepages.com/grouper 





personal geography: 
annie 

Words: Natalie Boxall 

What this popstar 
listens to off-duty 






Interviewing people you've never met is weird. 
Doing it without knowing what they look like, even 
stranger. After losing my computer in a break-up 
(I got the dog) my access to Annie's MySpace 
was limited. 

Over the weekend, me and her tour manager 
swapped texts, the time of the interview changing 
four times. I wondered whether it was really worth 
it. Then, a photo of her, flawless blonde sucking a 
lolly. Total male fantasy. This should be. ..interesting. 

I call the hotel, somewhere in London. She's 
recovering from a big weekend, but is polite, 
cracking a throaty laugh when I ask her about sex 
music. Upcoming single 'I Know UR Girlfriend Hates 
Me'- all sass and shine - was performed three times 
at Glastonbury on three different stages. "The best 
time was in the dance tent." Natch. 



'This one would be 
good to cry to' 



Before she heads off to rehearsals for Wireless, 
she lets me interrogate her about what sounds 
make her feel something. . .anything. 

Favourite song... 

...to eat to 

"This is actually quite funny. I made a song called 
'Breakfast Song'. It's about getting up and making 
food so I guess it's a good one. It's quite punchy and 
danceyand basically says "What do you want for 
breakfast? Am I allowed to say my own song?" 

...to drive to? 

"I don't really drive, but if I was going to listen to 
music in a car as a passenger, well, I'd need 
something a bit clubby, something like Daft Punk. 
'Around The World'. That feels like road music." 

. . .to put on before going out on the town? 



" Ever since I was a child I've loved Madonna. 
'Get Into The Groove' ! I don't really like her later 
tracks. They're a bit boring." 

...to get people to go home? 

"I guess it would have to be Eric Clapton. 
Anything will do. I don't know why, but it always 
makes me feel tired and I don't not like him, but it 
would make people go home. " 

. . .to have a self-pitying cry to? 

"I'd pick 'Sweet Child 0' Mine' byGuns'N'Roses. 
It's a proper power ballad and I really like some of 
their tracks, but this one would be good to cry to. " 

...to walk in the park? 

"I sometimes go running and listen to Vampire 
Weekend's album at the moment. It's strange - it 
isn't really running music - but it's good for when 
you're winding down from going fast." 

...to shag to? 

"[Laughs] I don't have anything like that. It's not 
like I'll put a record on and say: now we're going to 
have sex. Beck is brilliant though. I think his Guero 
album would be the one. Beck makes me relaxed 
and in the mood I think." 

...to get to sleep to? 

"This weekend I was on the tour bus and my 
tour manager was snoring. I couldn't getto sleep so 
listened to Air's Pocket Symphony. It's very - spacey 
- and makes you feel sleepy. But not in the same 
way as Eric Clapton. Perfect." 

...that reminds you of being 18? 

"Oasis' 'Wonderwall' was what I would listen to 
with my friends. We travelled to London to see them 
and it was really good fun." 

...that makes your heart beat faster? 

"Quite a lot do that to me. My best would be 
'Kiss' by Prince. If I'm tired I'll put it on - maybe I will 
before rehearsals!" 

And then she's gone, off to perfect pop. I listen to 
her single and find it hard to marry the girl in the 
photo with the one on the phone, who likes to cry 
to Axl Rose but has the same favourite Madonna 
song as me. 

www.anniemusic.co.uk 
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drunken masters 

Words: kicking_k 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 

Plan B meets new genre pioneers Hudson Mohawke 
and Rustie in the deep end 



The internet is a landscape made of signposts, and 
every day a 24-hour onrush of signal. Sometimes, 
as commuter laptops and iPods mutter in twilit train 
carriages, even the real world feels like it's filling 
with liquid oxygen, nothing first-hand any more, 
art and life alike swallowed whole by media and 
machines. And sometimes, therefore, scene and 
genre tags serve useful purposes beyond ordering 
yr 1 8-hour Terminal Party iTunes playlist. 
Unfortunately, today's cartographers are failing 
beauty spots and lost souls alike. Grime + Funky 
House = 'Funky'? Dubstep x Crunk = 'Wonky'? 
Must try harder. 

I ask Hudson Mohawke how he feels about his 
huge, oozy music being widely labeled as the latter: 
"I like to be un-pin-downable. I'll be pretty gutted if 
'Wonky' ends up sticking. I'd rather it was called 
'Polyfolk' or something. " Rustie, also freshly signed 
to Warp, also of the same Glaswegian clublife/ 
artwork collective Lucky Me, also answering how he 
feels about being 'Wonky': " Wanky" . 

Of course, for all this, it's an understandable 
label -the multicoloured sounds those on the 
twitchier end of dubstep (these two, Flying Lotus, 
Samiyam, Joker) are chundering up combine slow 
bass, accelerated console beep and unpredictable 
splatter-pattern; more moonshine than skunk, 
perhaps. Rustie compares London to his hometown: 
"The crowds take longer to get warmed up on the 
dancefloor. In Glasgow people seem to put more 
effort into having a good bounce. Maybe it's just 
'cause they get more drunk up here. " 

I ask how stuff so determinedly confused/ing is 
made, in case the method illuminates the madness. 
Hudson replies: "Sit down, get fucked up and hope 



for the best" . At this point, patient reader, I decided 
to give up on meaning and chair-dance to the end 
of the article. Join me, or set like cement. 

Over on the Mohawke MySpace, I find myself 
replaying recent single 'Still On It'. The bass moves 
like foam in a gentle crosswind. Beats tic, click and 
scatter, and synths creep over the unholy mess like 
cartoon carrion. I don't know about wonk, but this 



'80 per cent of dubstep 
is totally forgettable' 



stuff definitely has the feel of synthetic materials 
or in-between states; colloids or glass. And so: 

What's been your most successful experiment so 
far? Hudson (probably) puffs out his cheeks: "I don't 
really consider myself all that experimental. I do try 
to really push the equipment and software I use 
though, in ways it's not intended for. Half the time 
I end up breaking stuff. This week, I somehow 
burned out my video card by messing around 
with plug-ins..." 

Meanwhile, Rustie's verminous ankle-biting 
syncopations occasionally mass so plentifully it's like 
he's trying to put an entire audience into Balinese 
fear-sleep (Google it). What started you on that the 
loooooowroad? I ask. "My music isnt excessively 
low-end business, but you cant really make club 
music without ample sub or it'll just sound like - 



twigs - next to. . .whatever else. One of the 
annoying things with a lot of dubstep is you can't 
appreciate it on a home system. That's still where 
I hear most music so I always try to keep the mid- 
range interesting too." 

Happily, this healthy desire to complicate any 
given situation comes as standard - and extends to 
their Lucky Me brethren. To skip through their fellow 
do-what-themselves - Fine Art ('smothercore'), 
Dom Sum ('gelstep'), Mike Slotts ('grog'), Mr Copy 
('trapezoid'), Dema('aquasplash'), Nadsroic ('scuba- 
rap') and Jay P ('bipsteady') - as well as all manner 
of momentary supergroups they've formed and 
dissolved along the way - their parties are chapters 
from clandestine cellar to city centre. 

" Recently the natural progression for us all has 
been to become a bit more official and try to 
establish a proper presence as a collective and a 
label. In the crew now there's graphic designers, 
photographers and promoters, producers, DJs..." 

I finish by polling theirfeelings regarding the 
dubstep mothership. Is what you're doing to some 
degree a reaction to how it's been accepted very 
quickly by the highbrow middlestream? 

Hudson: "Honestly, I think about 80 per cent of 
dubstep is totally forgettable. It's good club music, 
and there's still a lot of it I like, but I think even the 
harder stuff is in the same spiral as d'n'b was - 
where everyone's just trying to make their music 
bigger and bassier than the last guy, until it just 
becomes comedy and then - implodes. " 

"Who doesn't love the warm rumble of bass, 
though?" sighs Rustie, electronically. "It's like being 
back in the womb..." 

www.thisisluckyme.com 
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why i hate... youth 

Words: Daniel Barrow 
Illustration: Elliot Elam 



"Flagging pursuit of happiness. ..sneers at what 
he calls his youth and thanks to God that it's 
over. [Pause] False ring there." - Samuel 
Beckett, Krapp's Last Tape 

In June 2007, the Observer Music Monthly 
dedicated an entire issue to "the bands and 
fans kickstarting a youth revolution" -an 
indication not merely of the OMM'shubristic 
zeitgeist-tracking self-image, but of the music 
press' singular reverence and hunger for 
'youth'. Since the mid-20th Century, pop has 
been primarily consumed and performed by 
young people; the glamour of adolescence still 
forms a significant part of the music and PR 
industry's language. Female singers are now 
accorded publicity and cred according to age - 
k hence Duffy (24) being outclassed by Adele (1 9, 

five months my senior) and Kate Nash -and 
are usually out of careers before 27. NME 
pronounces a new bunch of walking acne 
patches the Second Coming each week; 
Artrocker seems to exist to convince people 
that an unhealthy pallor, tiny legs and sixth- 
generation post-punk guitars do excitement 
make. Even the dadrock mags have token 'hot 
new bands' to get sweaty over - witness Mojo 
handing out 5 star reviews to whichever trad- 
folk wunderkinds appear. 

Neither is Plan B entirely immune: its roots 
in post-C86 indie music crit leave its unstinting 
and commendable neophilia open to moony- 
eyed sentiment about 'innocent discovery' and 
'childlike wonder' -used, more than is healthy, 
to justify wilful underachievement and 

aesthetic 

-* ■- # x" i" conservatism. The 

e Capitalism S TlXatlOn OH a insistence of some 

vness that isn't new SS^.^X 

bent -that youth's 
music should not be 
subject to critical 
orthodoxy, only to the 
blind pleasure 
principle, is a means of draining ideas from 
music. As Adorno wrote, "Reflection that takes 
sides with naivety condemns itself: cunning and 
obscurantism remain what they always were"; 
it isn't criticism, but a shutting-down of 
criticism, of discourse. 

The fixation on youth - its supposed 
'excitement', vigour, etc - corresponds 
worryinglywith the tendency of neo-liberal 
capitalism to deny the more unsavoury realities 
of human existence. Suffering, aging, decay 
and death are elided from the spectacle. 
The ruling class obsesses over imitation 
philosopher's stones (anti-aging products, 
alternative medicine), while tabloid readers 
worry over slippages in the celebrity facade of 
eternal youth. In music discourse, it maintains 



the claim that radicalism is reserved forthe 
young, that musicians over a certain age are fit 
only forthe nostalgia circuit, or PR-approved, 
Rick Rubin-assisted Creative Comebacks. This 
despite the fact that there are many musicians 
of middle-and-advancing-age soldiering on - 
Richard Youngs, Matthew Bower, Scott Walker, 
Robert Wyatt, Portishead (average age 43) - 
and producing music far better than kids half, 
a third of their age. Some of the most 
compelling music writers around are in (or past) 
their forties: Mark Fisher, our own Everett True, 
Chris Bohn, Simon Reynolds. And look to the 
margins and the scale shifts: for example, 30 in 
jazz is young, and the number of musicians still 
keeping up the good work - Anthony Braxton, 
Bill Dixon, Charles Gayle, Evan Parker, Keith 
Tippett, etc- past bus-pass eligibility is 
inspiring; in classical, if you're below 50 you're 
no one. The continual emphasis on the cultural 
production and milieu of youth is a perfect 
example of late capitalism's fixation on 
a newness that isn't new; a state in which, 
as Frederic Jameson pointed out, "an 
unparalleled rate of change" is twinned with 
"an unparalleled standardisation of 
everything" -the idea that the young might 
come up with art to shame their elders 
is becoming more laughable precisely as 
it becomes a yet more central focus of 
marketing rhetoric. 

Youth has its tortures, too, among the 
worst being its ephemerality: it disappears 
soon enough, and to deny the value of age 
is to state that the rest of life is not worth 
living. The extension of adolescence -the 
impulse at the heart of poptimism and indie/ 
hipster culture - is also the admission that the 
future is not worth it-the basis of a nihilism 
unable even to make demands. Observe the 
young today-their blank eyes, zombie 
movements - and try tel I ing me these creatures 
are our be-all-and-end-all, rather than a 
(literal) dead-end; they seem to have, a priori, 
as Greil Marcus put it, "bur[ied] their nascent 
personalities in received images"; to have, in 
their regression to the boredom, indifference 
and petulance of childhood, foresworn any 
"need to explain themselves and explain the 
world", any wish to change it, ortheir futures. 
These things signify not, as the myth of cool 
would have you believe, a spirit of adventure, 
of seizing the prime of life, but a resigned 
fatalism. The artificial excitement, the sweat 
and hedonism of adolescence that the press 
clamour after-the correlative of the 
hyperspeed production of late capitalism, 
its bipolar cycles of boom and bust - is merely 
the obverse to the plague of depression, 
mental illness and substance abuse among 
teenagers. The kids aren't alright - and we 
should realise it. 
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First they're tentative, gingerly picking up the 
homemade-looking cables, passing them from 
hand to hand, friend to friend, as they crouch on 
a London basement venue floor. Then the shaky 
camera catches smiles and the rough audio catches 
an incremental pileup of glitching, glistening sounds 
that move in time to the physical contact made 
between skin and electricity. Pixels scatter across 
a projector screen, visual realisations of Lucky 
Dragons' intimate, intricate interactive electronica. 

Luke Fischbeck and Sarah Rara are the crafters 
behind Lucky Dragons, an ongoing sound-art 
project-cum-band that works across contexts, from 
the Whitney Biennial to outdoor noise shows. Heard 
live, it's music in which generative software, knitted 
textiles and an audience member's decision begin to 
feel joyously equal in complexity and 
approachability and artistry: connectivity is all. 

Collating such visually effective and participatory 
music into something as linear as a 22-track album 
seems an unlikely move, yet Dream Island Laughing 
Language, out on Upset The Rhythm, allows the 
listener to focus away from the spectacle and in 
on Lucky Dragons' miniaturist sonic exotica. 

" Most of the original pieces were little looping 
things that needed to be joined together. . .Some 
of them we would just listen to for months and 
months until they seemed to stop having beginnings 
and ends, and changed into something else," says 
LA-based Fischbeck of editing process. "It is hard to 
make just one album, but that's good because we 
can keep making more. Also, since most of our 
process is just listening to things, the making itself 
feels very flexible and interactive too. " 

Are there any tracks on the album that include 
audience-generated sounds? 

"The audience participation sounds were 
treated just like any other sound - there's bits you 
can hear in 'Realistic Rhythm' and 'My Are Singing' 
but nothing representing those performances in a 
direct way... that record comes next! We have been 
having fun gathering different people's recordings 
of shows and editing them together to get this 
impossibly multiple point of view on things." 



Dream Island's hypnotic loops are invitingly 
other, 'tribal' in the vague, non-specific use of word 
that is used to describe so much of today's DIY and 
noise music. Yet there's a complex, alien quality 
beyond the chants and beats that brings to mind 
the synthetic fairylands of Susumu Yokota, the 
bright distortion of Konono No 1 and the relentless 
patterns of Philip Glass. The idea of a communal 
response to and use of technology seems to guide 
the album, but behind the loops and harmonies one 
senses a computer game built from scratch by a 
wilderness hermit with insect helpers — fiendishly 
hard to play; controlled by sticks, stones and water. 

Clipped Gongs 

You seem drawn to chiming, gong-like sounds. . . 

"We were trying to make something that 
sounded loud even when it was quiet, like a signal 
or a voice that you can hear even if you are asleep or 
there are lots of distractions. Bells are for alarms, for 
calling people and ghosts, for messages." 

Morning Ritual 

Are you interested in devotional or sacred music? 
Do you feel that there are ways to make devotional 
music that is not tied to actual religion ? 

"Maybe all music is religious, if you think about it 
in the sense of binding people together. I think there 
is something very private about this song, though - 
directed inwards and outwards at the same time. 
That's a conflict in devotion I am in awe of." 

My Are Singing 

What's your relationship with improvisation? 

" Every track started as improvisation, for sure ! 
We try to make space for play, and for good 
dialogues. . .Sometimes this is a process of building 
up, sometimes tearing down. This track used to 
have words but even they got improvised away! " 

I Keep Waiting For Earthquakes 

What presence has dance music had in your life? 
Often your music feels to me like a miniature or 
home-made form of techno or trance. . . 



"My friend Kristian [Goodiepal/Gaeoudjiparl] 
learns to speak new languages - English, for 
example -by making English-y sounds, speaking 
ecstatically in right-sounding accent and rhythms 
until it comes together all of a sudden as legible 
English. I've always loved that moment when things 
start to come together into something new, and the 
trance-sense of moving forwards and backwards at 
the same time - that is so strong in dance music. " 

Realistic Rhythm 

This makes me think of the compositional methods 
used by Steve Reich or Philip Glass. Is minimalism an 
influence on Lucky Dragons? 

"We're really into the sculptor Anne Truitt. . .she 
never identified as a minimalist but what I take from 
her work are the most essential minimalist things: 



'Bells are for alarms, 
for calling people and 
ghosts, for messages' 



the reasons for being so careful about forms or 
methods is to let things carry a colour or a history, 
or anything so vague and personal and delicate and 
difficult and unknowable, in such a way that what 
you see - or hear- is as open and unresolved as it 
really is: purely, not more or less." 

Wooden Cave Loop 

Can you tell me about how you work with others? 

"There's the two of us that made almost all of 
the sounds on this record, Luke Fischbeck and Sarah 
Rara. Sometimes the best way for us to connect 
with people is through playing together, having a 
simple dialogue, and having that process open up 
into something else. Music isn't an end, it's just the 
means, right?" 

www.hawksandsparrows.org 
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the void 

when we meet 

Words: Louis Pattison and kicking_k 

The Plan B introductions agency is 
convinced nothing will go horribly 
wrong thist\me 



Fight Like Apes 

So the girl's Karen O's snotty little sis, rolling 
chewing gum in her hair and singing things like "I 
wanna cut you with glass!" So the songs are all 
drunken daredevil scrambles with choruses that 
bank upwards like Evel Knievel's ramps. So there's 
no guitar, but there is a synthesiser that splurges 



everything insight 
with day-glo slime. 
It's difficult to 
comprehend how 
Fight Like Apes might 
sustain a career, being 
as their slim discography 
consists entirely of 
120-second highs that 
kiss you on the face 
then slap you hard 
around the chops, 
but should be fun 
observing. From a 
safe distance. 
www.myspace.com/ 
fightlikeapesmusic 



iTALtEK 

Where you draw the line between dubstep and good old fashioned 
bleep'n'skitter IDM these days is a bone of contention you are 
welcome to gnaw on elsewhere; over here we are satisfied to dub 
Brighton's iTALtEK as crystalline electronica with a dubstep 
undercarriage, and praise his recent Cyclical (Planet Mu) as a delight 
of crisp, melodic Artificial Intelligence invention for folk who, for all 
their tender souls and rarified imagination, like to move their feet. 
www.myspace.com/italtekmusic 




Pinball from swagger 
to whimsy to swoon 
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Little Boots 

Onetiny-instepped 

artiste and many 

keyboards, making 

knowing pop for mass 

gratification. 'Stuck On 

Repeat' and 'Meddle' 

seem destined to salmon-leap into yr neurons, 

where they'll overwrite the names of yr first crush, 

any remaining knowledge of algebra, and the ability 

to park, www.myspace.com/littlebootsmusic 

Maniqui Lazer 

Three Mexican wildmen (Rodo, Valentin and Jung) 
stumble through mazes constructed of their own 
screams, as motorcycle organ and sunstroke guitar 
chase 'em down. It sounds like blood drying on a 
radiator-grille, or alcohol poisoning. Not literally, 
obviously. They're similes. Don't make me reach for 
my metaphor. . . www.myspace.com/elmaniquilazer 

Medicine And Duty 

Crotchety pixels in revolt against the graphic 
designer's hand. Or, missing link noise pollen. Or, 
how to plug wirelessly into chaos in several painful 
steps. Or, the lusty howls of men demanding hubris 
comes here and gives them the going-over they feel 
they deserve, www.myspace.com/medicineandduty 

The Skull Defekts 

Formed from the smoking ruins of Stockholm's 
excellent rhythm punks Kid Commando and 
lost Swedish garage luminaries Union Carbide 
Productions, 
Gothenburg's The Skull 



Pumice 

Like all your favourite discoveries, Pumice -aka 
Kiwi outdoorsman Stefan Geoffrey Neville- has 
been whittling away in seclusion for Christ only 
knows how long, turning out a cornucopia of 
intriguing organic variants on folk's traditional 
wheeze and strum. This year's Quo is as good 
~| a place as any to start mapping his peculiar 
homestead. On 'World With Worms', he's a 
fisherman Jandek, dancing a raggle-taggle 
. hornpipe, but by 'Battersby', the hallucinog ~ 
■^-: mead has taken hold and it's jagged riffing 
-^ from the far side of the Dead Cdustbowl. 
I www.myspace.com/pumarse 




Defekts are presently the most enjoyable way to 
upset feng shui and grow mushrooms on your 
brain. Depending on what day you find them, they 
sound like a) Clanking, arachnid no wave hooked 
on repetition (see Blood Spirit And Drums Are 
Singing) or b) Rock music meets total entropy, 
molten feedback that creeps toward you like 
sentient lava (look no further than new album The 
Drone Drug), www.myspace.com/skulldfx 

Trees 

Heavyweight destruction from the Pacific North 
West, as Portland's Trees pick up where Khanate left 
off and do it, like, moreso. Blackened doom trudge 
for the ashen-faced, hope-bereft and fans of 
Cormac McCarthy's The Road (not you, Oprah). 
Tree's debut album Lights Bane, all two monolithic 
tracks of it, is out now on Crucial Blast; play it this 
summer and watch the fruits in your garden wither, 
your neighbours pack up and leave, and the coals of 
your BBQ glow like the dying embers of our pathetic 
civilisation.www.myspace.com/treesOO 

Wildbirds And Peacedrums 

Records played once in the Plan B bunker are usually 
biro-labeled stuff like 'generic', 'car advert', or- 
most cruelly- 'support band'. 'Cabaret' is another, 
and usually betokens stagey kitsch no one would 
listen to it home (unless they live in New Orleans) 
but while Wildbirds And Peacedrums might mine 
the backstreet dramatics, it's strictly source material. 
Their Heartcore album combines all like a high- 
stepping boulevardier and waltzes between dark 
corners, wide streets, doubling between quarters. 
www.myspace.com/wildbirdsandpeacedrums 



new moon rising 

Words: Hannah Gregory 



Kasai All Stars are dancing 
across the borders 



Mi-Amor has a generous stature and glassy eyes 
that he holds in steady contact. He smiles and 
reclines to reflect, leans in to clench his point. 
He's spokesperson, vocalist, dancer and 
guitarist, for Congolese collective, Kasai All 
Stars, and seems mildly amused at my first 
enquiry, as to how the group was formed. 

He opens his hands to explain. Kasai All 
Stars cannot be addressed as the group, in 
the singular. 

"When the Belgian producers came to 
Kinshasa they were looking for folk bands. 
From about fifty, they chose six. Then they 
realised due to the size of the groups that they 
could not take them all for their project, nor 
could they choose one over the others. So they 
suggested that the best players merge to form 
the 'all stars'." 

The project he is referring to is the third 
volume of Crammed Disc producer Vincent 
Kenis' Congotronics series. Kinshasa seems 
burgeoning with traditional folk bands who 
turn to amplification to make themselves heard 
above the urban din. Young and old play side 
by side, each memberfulfilling a specific role. 

"If you don't have a local music venueto 
play in, you move outside," Mi-Amor says of 
the spirit of the streets of his city. 

"What they didn't understand was that 
merging the groups that belong to different 
communes and conflicting tribes would not 
be simple. Our final unification is a strong 
symbol of the force of music in diversity, 
but it did not come without controversy for 
us in Kinshasa. Now we are respected by 



our communities, but we were first seen 
as radicals." 

Comprising, then, 25 musicians originating 
from five different ethnic groups, Kasai All 
Stars are a plurality, a hybrid. Each group has 
its own instruments -amongst which likembes 
(thumb pianos), balafons (xylophones) and 
lokoles (deep-sounding slit log drums) which, 
according to their particular crafting, bring 
varying cadences of sound. Like their 
polyrhythms - weaves of mesmeric voices over 
streams of percussion; more wide-winged vocal 
interplay than that which showers Konono 
No 1, the first Congotronics release -they're 
a dancing and diving, diverse and mutating 
whole of once separated parts. 

If this is the first lesson, the second is such: 



'We were first sec 
as radicals' 


■ 







however 'authentic' their sways of song are, 
the shape that reaches us here was created as 
a product for export. Western listening habits 
do not neatly tessellate with Congolese musical 
practice. Translating tradition to digital form 
across continents, imposing time on rhythms 
that defy it -skip generations and cultures, and 
flick between tongues - as well as overcoming 
linguistic and political frontiers back on home 
terrains, is a problematic feat, from whichever 
point of view. 

Mi-Amor explains that forthe album, In The 
7th Moon, The Chief Turned Into A Swimming 
Fish And Ate The Head Of His Enemy By Magic, 
the songs recorded are in fact extracts; the 
result of structured practice to reduce pieces, 
evolved from improvisation, into tracks that fit 



a compact disc. The long-winding title of 
the album refers to the feast of the full moon 
re-enacted in their performances. Live, there 
is more freedom for rhythms to roll and 
dancing dynamics to dig deep. 

In uncomfortable circularity, a century or 
so previously Christian missionaries entering 
the Congo had prohibited these same dances, 
considering them too erotic and 'savage'. 
Now if we celebrate the exuberance of the 
spectacle, it's with these very adjectives, now 
positively charged. Or, equally problematically, 
we'll say these musicians have the spirit of 
punks, instruments amplified like rock guitars; 
diachronic words which stand as flimsy 
references for a music planted between tribal 
folklore and the social stories of now. All this 
is rooted, too, in the practice that fabricates 
its instruments, which, Mi-Amor reminds, 
are as much works of art as the sounds they 
carry forth. 

Friends who like electro hear Kasai All Stars 
in the living room and search to place their 
music between 'tribal' and 'modern'. It's the 
amplification of certain instruments that makes 
for a contemporary sound. The imprecise 
impressions of foreign ears bear witness to how 
at unexpected intersections -the meeting 
point of the age-old and the current, the far- 
flung and the close-to-home - conventional 
perceptions may be decentred. 

Throughout our meeting, there's the feeling 
we're both at pains to understand and be 
understood, conscious of what could be lost 
across the gap in translation. Between dual 
systems of narrative, one conscious of the 
meaning of this musicfor listeners to whom 
its original context is abstract, one eager to 
explain this context and "transcend such 
arbitrary limits". The Kasai's music is the 
antithesis of miscommunication, a document 
of bridged gaps and broken boundaries. 
I hope we understand each other. 

www.myspace.com/kasaiallstars 
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Words: Robin Wilks 
Photography: Kim Hiorthoy 

Lindstrom's space disco 

odysseys draw vapour trails 

between dreamscapes and the 

dancefloor 
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In the mid-Seventies, when electronic music was 
still in its infancy and disco had yet forge an eternal 
connection between electronics and dancing, 
a group of serious young German men created a 
form of analogue, synthesised music that was 
dreamy and psychedelic. Musicians such as 
Tangerine Dream, Klaus Schulze and Manuel 
Gottsching produced slow-moving suites that often 
stretched out for half an hour or more. 

Albums like Schulze's Miditerranean Pads and 
Gottsching's E2-E4 are classics of this genre. 
Nothing much happens, but that's kind of the point; 
it's music to dream, trip, or relax to - a soundtrack to 
flights of the imagination that has nothing to do 
with beats or bass. 

It's hard not to hear echoes of these sounds in 
Norwegian producer Hans-Peter Lindstrom's 
magnificent new album, Where You Go I Go Too. 
It's unashamedly epic. Over an hour's length, it 
covers just three tracks, which are blended together 
seamlessly, and have endless build-ups, gradual 
bubbling climaxes and drawn-out breakdowns. 
The music carries a sense of dramatic grandeur, too, 
that Schulze would doubtless have happily claimed 
as his own. 

But Lindstrom's music has a momentum that 



'The first time I saw Prins Thomas he was 
playing Wham!, 'Club Tropicana'. I was like, 
'Wow, this guy has to be something special' 







goes beyond proggy ambient noodling. It is, after 
all, disco that he's most readily associated with - 
albeit of the 'cosmic' or 'space' variety: dubby, 
drawn-out, psychedelic. And it's disco rhythms 
that propel the album along, even in its most 
laidback moments. 

The idea for the record came after spending six 
months producing an album of three-minute pop 
songs for Norwegian singer Christabelle. " I was fed 
up and tired, and I wanted to do something 
completely different," he says. But Where You Go 
I Go Too isn't trying to channel a Seventies 'jam' 
vibe. "What I usually get inspired by in Seventies 
music is more like the instrumentation, the sounds 
of the instruments, and the chords." 

Ah yes, the chords. Where most dance producers 
show only the vaguest ideas of harmonics, 
Lindstrom's chords are a welcome lift, whether it's 
the sweet minor-to-major-and-back-again loops 
that you wish would go on forever in 'I Feel Space', 
the ascending raptures of 'Another Station', or the 
gorgeous progressions of 'Where You Go I Go Too', 
which open out gradually like budding flowers. 

Lindstrom grew up in the early Eighties, raised 
on a diet of pop music from local radio stations. 
" I guess some of that stuff could be regarded as 
disco music, but I don't recall going to discos every 
weekend. I never really did that." He learned to play 
piano from about eight years old, and played organ 
in church. "I can sometimes hearthat kind of 
classical background in my music. I think it's 
interesting to bring all those elements into a scene 
where they're not that visible. " 

He later developed a country-music obsession 
and played in a few bands, before starting to 
make his own music, as he got tired of waiting for 
bandmates to turn up to rehearsals. And then came 
his break: winning a bedroom-studio contest in the 
late Nineties. "That was the first time I really had the 
chance to show my music to somebody. And the 
prize was a 1 0-inch record release, so I was like, 
'Yeah, I'm in the record business!'" 

It was around this time that Lindstrom became 
interested in dance music. "I started working with a 
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Norwegian label called Jazid Collective, under the name Slow Supreme, and 
that was my entrance into that world. I played my ideas to the guy who ran the 
label, and he was like, 'I don't know if this is how itshould sound!' But by 
accident I made the 'Granada' track, and for some reason lots of people picked 
up on it; somebody told me that the first time he heard that track was when 
Jellybean [producer of Madonna's early hits] was playing it in New York, 
and I was like, 'Woah, I didn't even know what I was doing when I made that 
track! ' I think I started without knowing anything, and then learned the rules." 

When punk and disco captured the Zeitgeist from both sides in the late 
Seventies, noodling longhairs like Schulze and Gottsching disappeared from 
fashion. Their slow-moving space odysseys made way for choruses, beats and 
harmonies. But the exploratory sounds of early electronica would make an 
unexpected resurgence a decade later, during another pop-cultural turning 
point on the Spanish island and longtime hippie mecca of Ibiza. High on 
sunshine, summer vibes and plentiful supplies of strong MDMA, holidaymakers 
on the island from 1 987 onwards discovered a new kind of clubbing, originated 
by DJ Alfredo, resident at the club Amnesia. The Balearic sound, as it became 
known, was a hotchpotch of genres, among them hip-hop, house, Europop and 
indie rock; what melded them together was an infectious sense of rhythm and 
a general sunny feel. And a central anthem to the movement was an 
eponymous song by Italian house duo Sueno Latino, with a prominent sample 
from none other than Gottsching himself. 

The Ibizan scene's early rose-tinted euphoria may since have made way for a 
less wide-eyed form of hedonism on the island, but lately that original Balearic 
spirit has resurfaced in a certain dreamy feel in a clutch of recent records from 
various genres. The Balearic sound of 2008 isn't a retro trend - it's a state of 
mind, a balmy ambience, an easygoing eclecticism that feels like an affirmation 
of everything that was right with dance music in the first place. Among its 
leading lights are the Swedish soundscapes of Studio; the soaring disco of 
Belgium's Aeroplane; and the formidable Norwegian duo of Lindstrom and 
Prins Thomas. 

Lindstrom originally met Thomas at a club where he was DJing. "I remember 
somebody told me that he was one of the best DJs in town, and I was expecting 
him to play the usual house music that everybody played. But he was playing 
Wham ! - 'Club Tropicana' or something. And I was like, 'Wow, this is good, I 



Disco to ambient, Balearic 
to cosmic, this music makes 
unexpected connections 



love that track, this guy has to be something special.'" 

Now the pair are next door neighbours, and come up with tunes together 
by jamming. " Most of the time it's really nice to work with someone else, 
because working by myself sometimes gets on my nerves," says Lindstrom. 
" Many people I'd have a hard time working with because they're too. . .selfish, 
or not happy with what they're doing, but with Thomas, it's cool. " 

Their first album as a duo came as a surprise to some, who were expecting 
disco - it's slow, dreamy and thoroughly Balearic. " I know that there were many 
people who were disappointed, but I've heard later there are many people who 
regard it as a modern classic. So I'm really happy with that album. " A second LP, 
of dancier reworkings, followed. But in truth Lindstrom as a producer has always 
had two sides to him - one eye on the dancefloor, one on the sun-lounger. 
"I always thought it was important to show I was versatile, that I can do more 
than just make something for the floor. " 

Lindstrom is a multi-instrumentalist who aspires to "the Stevie Wonder, 
Prince, Todd Rundgren" school. "I try to do everything. The only thing I'm 
having a hard time with is my own vocals. But sooner or later I'm sure I will find 
a way to do it." But his approach isn't about muso virtuosity. "Sometimes 
the best music is made when you don't really know how to do it, then it sounds 
fresh and different." 

For his next record, he wants to avoid using computers wherever possible. 
"For a year I've been expanding my studio with lots of hardware, synths, old 
compressors and effects. " One new inspiration is the back-to-basics vintage of 
Glass Candy and Chromatics. "When I heard the stuff from Johnny Jewel, I was 
really blown away, especially when he told me he only uses a tape machine. 
I want to try and see if I can work in an old-fashioned way. I will probably use 
modern technology as well, I'm not interested in sounding retro, but some 
cross between the old and the new way would be interesting. I'm looking 
forward to having the next step ready, before the new album comes out. 
If it fails, then at least I can say to myself, 'Well, but the next step is gonna 
be different.'" 

From disco to ambient, Balearic to cosmic, Lindstrom's music makes 
unexpected connections, makes unlikely bedfellows sing in harmony. He stands 
at the crossroads of electronic music's history, channelling the past and looking 
to the future. He's there, pointing the way. 





1.11 

THE FEW ALBUM 

"Psychedelic epics... Captivating 
enchantment, and plenty to fall for. 
Flux Magazine 
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Thu 30 Oct Manchester Night & Day 

Fri 31 Oct Glasgow King Tuts 

Sat 1 Nov Belfast Spring & Airbrake 

Sun 2 Nov Dublin Whelans 

Mon 3 Nov Birmingham G-lee Club 

Tue 4 Nov London Borderline 
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SU<£ POP IS 20 

. . .and Everett True is 48 1 . Nineteen years on from his first Seattle jolly on the Sub Pop account Plan 
B's publisher-at-large jets back to the Pacific Northwest to meet some old friends, exorcise some 
ghosts and find out what happened after grunge left town. How did we get here? Where are we 
going? And did the Postal Service really sell that many records? 



Words: Everett True Research: Natalie Walker Live photography: Charles Peterson 



" Heavy metal is objectionable. I don't even know 
where that [comparison] comes from. People will 
say that Motorhead is a metal band and I totally 
disagree, and I disagree that AC/DC is a metal band. 
To me, those are rock bands. There's a lot of Chuck 
Berry in Motorhead. It's really loud and distorted and 
amplified but it's there - especially in the earlier 
stuff. And AC/DC has an almost blues thing filtered 
through its weird Australian take. When I think of 
heavy metal bands, I think of bands that have these 
epic songs that go into these goofy time signatures. 
More like Iron Maiden, Judas Priest- an operatic 
singer. Led Zeppelin and Black Sabbath are the roots 
of this. The bands that followed them were trying to 
break the rules. . .and the bands that copied them 
set the rules. The same thing happened with punk 
rock. Led Zeppelin bugged me because you'd hear 
them all the time, and the singer was kind of 
annoying. But their live stuff from 71? It's amazing. 
That's a rock'n'roll band. " - Mark Arm 

"Sub Pop was the first time I'd encountered big, 
dumb rock 2 . All the way through punk and past it, 
across the Eighties, I'd been educated to believe that 
it was 'wrong' to enjoy it. And often it was: it came 
with so many reprehensible attitudes that made it 
anathema to anyone schooled in the lessons of the 



a comedy genius, the funniest man I've encountered 
in the Puget Sound 8 . He cracks me up. No one found 
me attractive until I changed my name. The name 
slides into meaninglessness. What is the Everett True 
brand in 2008? What does Sub Pop stand for, more 
than 20 years after its inception? Could Sub Pop 
have existed without Everett True? Could Everett 
True have existed without Sub Pop? 

If I'd known that my life would've become 
defined by a handful of events and conversations 
over the space of a few short years, would I have 
behaved any different? Krist Novoselic, back when 
he quit alcohol for round about the first time (1992, 
I believe) told his band-mates that he missed the 
spontaneity and creativity that came from being 
drunk. Last time I met Krist, we drank $20 shots of 
whiskey, and he drove his four-wheeler straight 
through a barrier. 

Who cares what actually happened? All that 
matters is the manner in which it is documented. 
How great were Green River? How great were 
The U-Men? Flipper? The Wipers? The Blackouts? 
No one knows. No one of any importance was 
around to document them. There was so much 
great music hailing from regional hotspots in 
America in the late Eighties. . .scratch that. There 
is always so much great music hailing from 



was like, 'I have no idea what you're doing'. But he 
trusted the four of us enough to let us go into the 
studio for a weekend and record with Jack. It was 
essentially a demo that became our first single." 

It's in the focus. The first time I encountered Sub 
Pop, I had 24 hours to write up my first cover feature 
for Melody Ma ker u . I'd picked up a bug on the 
plane home, broken my typewriter and had to travel 
across London in the dead of night to write my story, 
throwing up the entire time. 

As soon as I'd arrived in Seattle two weeks 
before, I'd made two demands of my host Bruce 
Pavitt: one, point me in the direction of the 
Greyhound Bus Station to Olympia 14 , and two, 
introduce me to proto-slacker cartoonist Peter 
Bagge. I liked Mudhoney and the first Nirvana 
single, sure: danced on a table in Melody Maker's 
review room to them - but I was more down with 
the cutie kids, the scary Huck Finn/Richard Brautigan 
lyrics and patterns of Beat Happening. Loud music 
seemed to have no future. (Ha !) 

The plane landed in a snowstorm so thick I didn't 
see the ground till three days later. Mudhoney took 
me to a cafe on the corner of Virginia and 1 st 
opposite the Terminal Sales Building 15 ; a scene I can 
still picture rightthere in my mind. They had long 



'When you hear something that enchants you, life 
becomes somehow better than before. A series of 

infatuations keep me going' -Jonathan Poneman 



feminists and free-thinkers. But it was so fun! It's 
so fun to shake your head in bass bins, dribble and 
drawl like a stoner, dance yourself into oblivion 3 . 
Sub Pop's mark of genius was making it OK to like 
the big, dumb rock again. Oh, and in centralising 
everything in a place (Seattle) that no one from the 
outside cared for back then 4 : so that when attention 
came they could claim the area as their own. Oh, 
and in inventing the Slacker Generation and Bart 
Simpson's 'Proud To Be An Underachiever' outlook 
five years ahead of schedule with the 'LOSER' T- 
shirts 5 . Oh, and in forging a label identity so strong 
that two decades on people still assume their best- 
known band (Nirvana) come from Seattle 6 . Oh, and 
in making it fun to be a fan of music once more. . . " - 
Everett True (unused promotional blurb for Sub Pop 
20 Year Anniversary) 

We all have our three weeks in the sun. 

The past doesn't exist. It never has. As Almost 
Famous 7 tells us, you're never cool, especially when 
you think you're being cool. That's a fundamental. 
You feel a buzz once, so you try and hang onto that 
buzz. But it doesn't keep. I grow a beard years after 
I should have. I hang on words of people who have 
never been my friends, and vice versa. Mark Arm is 



whichever regional hotspots wherever. All that 
changed with Sub Pop was the focus. 

Jack Endino 9 says Touch Me I'm Sick' is basically 
'The Witch' 10 . 

"It's basically 'Happenings 10 Years Time Ago' 
byTheYardbirds," laughs Mudhoney singer Mark 
Arm. "Which is also the fast part of I'm Sick Of You' 
by The Stooges. Then there was this local band 
called Night Kings 11 that had a song with a similar 
riff. It's up for grabs. It's anybody's. " 

Did you have any idea you were creating 
anything special at the time? 

"It just sounded reallygoodtous," Mark states. 
"We were trying to put out a single that would be 
something that we would be so jazzed about if we 
stumbled across it in a record store. 

"We had it really easy from the start, " he adds. 
"We had ourfriends Bruce [Pavitt, millionaire, 
beard] and Jon [Poneman, millionaire, no beard] 
who were starting this label. I was in a band that 
was already on the label so. . .we just stepped into 
place. I worked with Bruce at Muzak 12 and I tried to 
play him stuff that we'd played in our practice room 
on a boom box. It just sounded like wshsshhhshh. 
I could distinguish what was going on, but Bruce 



hair. I'm not sure I'd ever met any men with long 
hair before. 

There were women around too, even crazier. 
My fondness for attempting to be 'cool' was 
documented cruelly but fairly on the run-off 
groove of the only Dickless single: " Hey it's Joey, 
where's the party?" Americans always misheard 
my name, one more reason for sticking with Everett. 

I am not one of those Rolling Stone guys who 
rate their own importance. I am not an NME head. 
I am certainly not a hack with delusions of literary 
grandeur. I am not a fucking music journalist. I am 
Everett True. Read my CV, it tells you right here - 
"Insurrectionary, tastemaker, loser". 

"Bruce and Jon, the Sub Pop guys, said, 'You 
should come down to the office; we have an 
English journalist here. He's a tastemaker; he's 
come here to tell the world what's going on. 
We had lunch at Mama's. You were a fun guy 
to talk to." 

I was told you were a lumberjack 16 . 

"That's that Sub Pop 'hype' thing again. The 
closest I came to being a lumberjack was cutting 
cord wood out in Stanley, Idaho the year after 
I graduated from high school." 
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You had some of the earliest releases on 
Sub Pop. 

"The first ever recording that was ever 
released on Sup Pop was my single. I took my 
tax return money to Reciprocal, and did 'Ritual 
Device', 'Tuna Car' and 'Daisy'. The first two 
songs ended up being the single-the clear 
vinyl. They got a deal on the sleeves because 
Prince was going to put out a single using that 
sleeve but changed his mind at the last minute. " 

(Interviewwith Tad Doyle, insanely 
great early Sub Pop artist, January 2008) 

It's not important that Sub Pop are having a 20 
year party. They've been mentioned before - and 
more than adequately. Why don't Mojo put K 
Records on their cover - hell, why don't Plan B? 
Why this human need to keep going over the 
same ground? I'm not innocent. Listen! Listen 
to my fingers hammering the keys as the 
Green River gang retread the same Stooges 
riffs Nick Cave's gang paraded 1 years earlier 
in Melbourne. Those dark Melbourne cats. 
Hey, let's write a story about them. No, no. 
Let's focus. 

Mark Arm: "The first time I met Everett True 
was in Seattle in 1 988 17 . He came waltzing into 
town with this bag of fairy dust, saying that he 
would be able to make me famous, and I followed 
him around for weeks. " 

Did the fairy dust work? 

"I'm working in a warehouse. Fame. That's 
all it was. Minor insignificantfame, butfame 
nonetheless." 

Did you want fame? 



"No, no, I would actually prefer money. In those 
days, fame was a lot harder to come by. We didn't 
have the internet. Nowadays you can just post 
something on YouTube, and you'll be famous for a 
week. That has nothing to do with Everett True. " 

So, Mudhoney were responsible for spreading 
The Word Of Grunge...? 

"Our intent wasn't to spread 'grunge'. Our 
intent was to just. . .spread ourselves, I guess. We 
didn't mean to drag anything behind us - except 
maybe to help out some of our friends. The whole 
wider thing that was known as 'grunge', we never 
really had much in common with, musically. You 
said we were working-class, and that only really 
applies to Matt [Lukin, former Melvin - from 
Aberdeen, WA] and Dan [Peters, Bundle Of Hiss]. 
Steve [Turner] and I are from middle-class 
backgrounds. I don't know if the best rock'n'roll 
comes from total working class backgrounds -the 
people who are so poor that they're just trying to 
find a way to eat, they don't have the time to dick 
around and play guitar. Philosophers aren't 
generally working-class people." 

What's the difference between Sub Pop and a 
major label? 

"Here, there are 25 people. That's kind of big 
for an independent label - it's definitely bigger than 
Suicide Squeeze, which is two people. I'm sure 
Matador is at least as big, if not bigger. Working 
here [in the warehouse], I have a unique insight into 
what sells and what doesn't. It's humbling. It's a 
good way of keeping things in perspective." 

Sub Pop used to be rare good fun to hang with. 
Perhaps they still are? I have no real idea. In January 
this year I was flown out to Seattle (" home of THE 



grunge" - and if there was ever a word I should 
have copyrighted, down payment on a swank 
penthouse apartment in New Farm, it's right there, 
baby) by Sub Pop, to interview a band who weren't 
even in town 18 . It reminded me of the time me and 
Charles Peterson flew across the desert to interview 
Dwarves in Las Vegas and the scum rock band 
were so knackered - van breakdown - they all 
went to bed at 7pm, stopping only briefly to pause 
for photos of singer Blag Jesus with his cock in my 
mouth. I'm not sure I enjoy all this beardy folksy 
stuff Sub Pop are pushing out right now, and I can 
do without yet another whiny indie band telling 
me how small their trust fund is - but I've heard a 
few of the current crop of Sub Pop bands, and they 
sound fine 19 . 

Or were they? It's all in the focus, and boy did 
they focus on me. "Don't ever sleep with your idols/ 
They will only let you down, " instructed Patrik 
Fitzgerald back in '78, and no I didn't sleep with 
anyone, only shared a few sleeping bags and late 
night bruises, but that still didn't stop everyone - 
and I mean everyone - plying me with alcohol and 
drugs and alcohol, until I grew so confused I got to 
thinking that all these smart, hairy, sardonic men 
and flamboyant women were my friends, even if 
some of them were called Jeremy. So no I didn't fuck 
anyone, but that still didn't stop Spin magazine from 
listing me in three of their Top 100Rock'N'Roll 
Moments Ever, all of which were Sub Pop-related 
and at least one of which was a downright lie 20 . 

But then, lies are part of the fun. 

"Erica Hunter and I drove down in a Sub Pop vehicle 
to Seattle-Tacoma International Airport," begins 
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Tad and Nirvana 
Photo: Ian T Tilton 




Jonathan Poneman. "This was at a time before 9/1 1 
where a visitor could walk right up to the gate. We 
were standing there, and suddenly this very loveable 
guy, but with hunched shoulders and a lost look, 
walks out, with his photographer walking dutifully 
behind. And I go, That must be The Legend!'. We 
went up and introduced ourselves to you. And that 
was it. " 

How big was Sub Pop at that point? 

"There was Bruce and myself, Erica, Megan was 
an intern. Hannah [Bruce's future wife] was 
working, Troy Phillips, Heather Barr- she was a 
publicist, and Jeff Kirk-who was our controller 21 ." 

You're doing a 20 year thing this year. Does that 
surprise you? 

"That Sub Pop is still going doesn't surprise me, 
because it's so much a part of my life. I don't involve 
myself in the day-to-day running of the label, not 
like I used to. I'm more of a figurehead. My 
involvement is necessary, in that I'm the co-owner. 
I need to be involved enough to keep the lights on." 

Who's the other co-owner? 

" Edgar Bronfman [CEO of Warner Music Group 
since 2004]. Edgar Bronfman's family made a lot of 
money in whiskey bootlegging. He owned a 
company called Seagram's, which they later sold, 
and he went and bought Universal Music, which 
he later sold, and they bought Warner Music. 
So Warner is the other owner. " 

You must be focused. 

"Not really. I was more focused at the beginning, 
but neither Bruce nor myself set out for this to 
be a career. We set out to put out records and see 
what happened. The thing is, when you hear 
something that enchants you, you fall in love, 



and life becomes somehow better than 
before. It's a series of infatuations that keeps 
me going. 

"There have been many times when I've 
thought, 'I don't want to do this anymore'. But 
then I will hearthat thing, and my life will change, 
and everything will be about bringing that thing, 
that artist, that music to an audience. " 



"I truly believed Bruce was embarrassed 
by his NewWave past and saw little value in 
the music he once championed so passionately. 
Now with the reissuing of The Blackouts, 
The Beakers, The Neo Boys, The Wipers and 
the 20+ bridge between new new wavers 
and very OLD new wavers, it's harder and 
harder (and dumb too) to ignore Sub Pop 5, 



'Sub Pop's truly radical days of 
cassette comps that spread the word 
on REALLY original music was mostly 
wished into the corn field' -steveFisk 



Subject: An "alternate reality" and a 
"paralysis of fear" 

"Jerry, lovely visit. The biggest issue I guess has 
been pointed out. The 20th Sub Pop anniversary 
(sometime in 2000) has come and gone without 
notice. In classic revisionist method Sub Pop's 
truly radical days of cassette comps that made 
NO money and spread the word on REALLY 
original music (with many women participants/ 
bands/etc - lots of inclusive palaver as opposed 
to the NICHE market) was mostly wished into 
the corn field. It had nothing to do with the 
Grunge monochrome re-brand. You should have 
seen all the Sub Pop 200s getting returned when 
it came out. All my punk friends in the Bay Area 
felt cheated. 



7, 9 and even 100..." 

(Excerpted from an email from Seattle-based 
producer Steve Fisk) 

Last time I encountered Sub Pop, I went to a Robert 
Crumb art opening and got mistook for the Talented 
Mr Fisk. "Hey Steve, how's it going?" The trees in 
the middle of the roundabouts were trimmed 
immaculately, and all the sweet isolated rundown 
coffee places on Capitol Hill corners had been 
replaced by solid gold Starbucks bin containers. 
Everywhere I looked, the Emerald City glittered with 
stagnancy. Wait. Did some history go down in 
between these visits? Did I dream that? Have I been 
to Seattle, ever! It's been 1 9 fucking years since my 
first visit, 20 for Sub Pop, longer for others, shorter 
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Bruce Pavitt and-Everett True 
Photo: Stephen Sweet ) 



for the musicians now signed to the label whose 
parents used to regurgitate Dicks Burgers to the 
malevolent sound of Cat Butt and Swallow, first 
time round. 

I rememberthinking it was odd how 
Combustible Edison (Chicago loungecore) and Eric's 
Trip (Vermont shoegazers) and Smashing Pumpkins 
(preening dorks) and Sebadoh had released records 
on Sub Pop, but that was. . .wait. ..15 years ago. 

In between, a founder (Bruce Pavitt) left to try his 
luck with Timothy Leary's ideas (death by guillotine, 
cos that way the brain stays functional for an hour 
after) and build houses in the air, and everyone 
moved to Belltown. In between, Sub Pop nearly 
went bust (53 times), printed up T-shirts brilliantly 
exploiting the laziness and disenchantment of a 
generation (1 ,378 times) and signed a staggering 
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beat down, socialist. . .wanted to know where the 
party was and was obviously disappointed that I was 
such a bad party by myself. I had a great time when 
I got to talk all that Pigeonhed to him, but once we 
were left to our own social devices, we were like 
[quotes from Walt Disney's The Jungle Book], 'What 
do you want to do?' 'I don't know, what do you 
want to do?' We weren't drunk. When you parroted 
back Bruce Pavitt's description of me as the Adrian 
Sherwood of Eastern Washington in the article in 
the NME 22 , 1 ran on that for a year and a half even 
though the idea is ridiculous. In the Seventies I didn't 
like Seattle that much. In the Eighties. . . " 

What do you think changed Seattle into a 
big city? 

"English and Japanese investments, and 
Microsoft creating 1 00 millionaires that were under 



'Bruce's concept behind Sub Pop was 
this sort of international syndicate of 

Underground mUSic' - Charles Peterson 



big bucks deal with Warners guaranteeing gold 
pedal bins for life for co-founder Jonathan Poneman 
and bronze wheelie bins for everyone else. It was a 
staggering deal, because it happened at a time - 
mid-Nineties -when pretty much everyone felt Sub 
Pop's stock was running out, despite their liaison 
with proto-emo types Sunny Day Really Lame; but 
truth be told Matador over in NYC signed a similar 
deal, with the same financial advisor (who since 
went to jail) and no one talks about that. Guess Sub 
Pop's just an all-round catchier name. 

Anyway, who did Matador have who was any 
good? Pavement, Cat Power. . .oh pffft! 

How was Everett True when you met him? 

Steve Fisk (ex-Pigeonhed): "A little bit of 
bravado, but then it calmed down into kind of a sad, 
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30 and knew that they were lame and stupid and 
so were looking for culture and things to do and 
invest in. That's when Seattle got big. All the media 
coming up here and films being shot here. I used to 
have a girlfriend in Ellensburg in the Seventies who 
would come over here when the guys would drive 
their Harleys into the bars - completely Here Come 
The Brides kind of bullshit 23 ." 

The original Skid Row was in Seattle, right? 

"That's right. We have hanging trees still 
standing. The large tree that overlooks the entrance 
to the underground city - apparently there was a 
mass lynching there in 1910. It's one of the main 
things people can do. They can riot. [Seattle] is a 
better place to live now. The music thing was good 
in its time, but the idea that people are still looking 
to it is stupid. People are still wearing the same 



Carharrts they were wearing 1 1 years ago, the same 
Doc Martens from 20 years ago. The culture is stuck. 
We haven't gotten past the reinterpretation of rock 
music that Seattle did in the Nineties. " 

Charles Peterson 24 : "It feels a lot more than 20 
years, it really does. What do you want to know 
about it? I first met Bruce Pavitt at KCMU, the 
college radio station which is now KEXP, since Paul 
Allen sort of bought it. Yeah, so I met Bruce in the 
mid-Eighties, and he was doing a Sub Pop radio 
show, he was on before my slot. I was always kind of 
nervous like, 'Oh, that's Bruce Pavitt, the guy that 
writes the Sub Pop column 25 !' He had this kind of 
notoriety among the underground music scene. Sub 
Pop existed long before it became a bona fide 
record label. The Sub Pop column was about 
national/international bands. Bruce was the first to 
really sound off about Sonic Youth and Shonen 
Knife and Big Black. So [early compilation] Sub Pop 
100 was a reflection of the column, and the show." 

What were you playing on your show? 

Charles: "I was probably more of an Anglophile 
than Bruce, but I was playing everything from Black 
Flag to The Birthday Party, the Stooges, The Fall, 
Butthole Surfers. Bruce was on the cutting edge. 
I think he was even getting sent records, so he had 
his finger on the pulse - almost like these missives 
I get from Plan B now where I'm like, 'Who the fuck 
are all these people?' It's the same thing. Like, 
'Who's that? Naked Raygun? Let's go check that 
out.' Bruce's concept behind Sub Pop was this sort 
of international syndicate of underground music all 
coalescing into a global love fest. He kind of felt like, 
"Oh, there's all these different scenes going on and 
I want to make people aware of this music, not just 
as a regional thing, but as international as well'. " 

1 . Nirvana, Bleach (1 989), 1 .6 million 

2. Postal Service, Give Up (2003), 902,885 

3. The Shins, Oh, Inverted World '(2001) , 547,274 

4. The Shins, Wincing The Night Away '(2007) , 
500,813 

5. The Shins, Chutes Too Narrow (2003), 462,574 




6. Hot Hot Heat, Make Up The Breakdown (2002), 
282,141 

7. Sunny Day Real Estate, Diary (1 994), 226,388 

8. Iron And Wine, Our Endless Numbered Days 
(2004), 220, 157 

9. Iron And Wine, The Creek Drank The Cradle 
(2002), 133,752 

10. Iron And Wine, The Shepherd's Dog (2007), 
133,490 

(List of the 1 best-selling Sub Pop records, Seattle 
Times, Jan 2008) 

"Jesus H. That's a lot of wuss rock and beardyfolk" 
-idolator.com 

1.Thel_egend!-73ln83(1983) 

2. The Legend ! - Do Nuts (1 992) 

(List of the worst-selling record on Creation and 

Sub Pop respectively 26 ) 

Jonathan Poneman: "We're doing OK, money-wise. 
The music industry is like any industry: it's cyclical. 
The music industry needs to scale back. EMI lays off 
2,000 people, and I'm like, how can they even 
employ 2,000 people to begin with? I'm sure I'm 
being a little naive there, but the fact remains: 
recording is inexpensive, distribution is inexpensive, 
you don't need to know about inventory. ..alia 
record label really needs to concern itself with is 
pure marketing. Even that is something that is 
relatively inexpensive. Sure, you also need to take 
into consideration that people can burn CDs, and 
that they can get music for free off the Internet. 
But if you don't freak out, if you build into your 
projections there's going to be a certain amount of 
free downloading, and there's going to be some free 
CD-burning, and don't spend too much money, and 
work with good artists, you'll be OK. Also, we've 
been doing this 20 years, and I'd liketothinkthat 
the Sub Pop name means something." 27 

Charles Peterson photos used with the permission 
of powerHouse books, publisher of Touch Me 
I'm Sick 



Footnotes 

1 . IT'S ALLAB0UTTHE FOOTNOTES. 
I'm 47, actually. 

2. Reference to Soundgarden's 'Big 
Dumb Sex', 1 1 th track on the Seattle 
band's second album Louder Than Love 
(1 989). Soundgarden were always 
more fun than they were credited, 
certainly early on. 

3. Especially to Tad. More so than 
Mudhoneyjad IS grunge. Full stop. 
End of article. 

4. It was a great place to do a spot of 
serial killing, though, if you were that 
way inclined. Proto-grunge outfit Green 
River were named after a particularly 
gross series of killings. 

5. First time I saw Sub Pop founder 
Bruce Pavitt's office, he had a 
signed drawing from Life Is Hell 
by Evergreen alumni and Seattle 
resident Matt Groening. 

6. Urn, they don't. Bing Crosby comes 
from nearer-byTacoma, though: 
alongside wrongly forgotten garage 
kings and queen GirlTrouble. 
7.Asingularly mediocre film about 

a singularly mediocre rock magazine, 
despite the presence of Noah Taylor as 
the cantankerous Aussie tour manager. 
8. . . . pretty good front man, too. 

9. Oh come cw. Why are you even 
reading this if you're checking to see 
who Jack Endino is? At Reciprocal 
Studios, the long-fingered producer 
virtually invented "the Seattle sound" 
on the early Sub Pop records. 

1 0. By ace Pacific Northwest Sixties 
garage bandTheSonics. 

1 1 . Early Nineties band also rated by 
Jack White. 

12.Yesco, actually -the Seattle 
elevator music company was bought 
out by Muzak. 

1 3. It was a two-part story, early 1 989. 
The first part centred round Mudhoney 
and was badly written. The second part 
centred round the three-album 
compilation Sub Pop 200 and was 
mostly written by Jonathan Poneman 
on the phone to me from Seattle. 
I guess the lashings of enthusiasm and 
introduction of a (partially) new word 



to the rock lexicon made up for any 
shortcomings. Then I went and got 
drunk with famous people for several 
years, and became the most hated rock 
critic in the UK and probably US as 
well (check my Top 20 placing in 
Chunklefs Top 100 Assholes In Rock 
in the late Nineties). 

1 4. So I could hang out with the Pacific 
Northwest's one original musical 
talent, Beat Happening 'front' man and 
independent record label doyen Calvin 
Johnson, duh. 

1 5. Its 1 1 th floor was Sub Pop's early 
home, with 'world domination' 
promised on every flyer. (Be careful 
what you wish for. You may get it.) The 
fact there were only 1 floors marked 
on the elevator never bothered anyone, 
but man, the door handle to their office 
had some static electricity attached ! 

1 6. Lazy historians, looking for a tag 
to tie the whole Seattle scene around, 
used to go for the flannel shirt look, and 
loud lethargic music.The new breed of 
lazy historian quotes all the above, but 
in a superiorfashion, pointing out how 
patronising such descriptions are. If it 
isn't right, why even mention it? 
Layering was the secret behind the 
Seattle 'look' - layering, and lack of 
funds. Seattle was an impoverished city 
before Amazon and Microsoft. 

17. No. It wasn't. 

1 8. Mark Lanegan and Greg Dulli's 
GutterTwins: what happens when 
musicians turn 'serious'. I had a 
minor spat with Mr Dulli over my 
description of him as an " Eddie Vedder 
acolyte" . "Since when is that a 
compliment?" the Afghan Whigs 
singer wanted to know, in response 

to my query as to why he'd called me a 
cunt. Fair point, Greg. 

1 9. Specifically, Band Of Horses (who 
remind me of BuffaloTom's red- 
blooded fretwork; and a little of The 
Chills), to Plan ^favourites Comets 
On Fire, No Age and Pissed Jeans, 

of course, dark Eighties throwbacks 
A Frames, and the mysterious looping 
Tiny Vipers. All as good a roster as at 
any time in Sub Pop's history. 



20. Not the one about being given oral 
sex on a plane by a female employee, 
though. Why would anyone make 
anything that humdrum up? 
2 1 . 1 think Jon is getting confused here. 
There were less than this. The Megan 
he refers to is the former Sub Pop 
receptionist who made up the lexicon 
of grunge, fronted Dickless' second 
incarnation and is currently Sub Pop's 
general manager. She has the worst 
potty-mouth I've ever encountered, 
and although I interviewed herforthis 
piece most of it is entirely unsuitable. 

22. Even my fucking friends have no 
idea who I work for... 

23. Steve: " Here Come The Brides 
was an American television show that 
featured David Soul and Bobby 
Sherman and a third guy. They played 
three brothers that ran a logging mill 
in Seattle when it was a mud town in 

1 902 and they sent for a boatload of 
brides from Boston that went around 
the horn to marry these loggers in the 
Northwest." 

24. Wait. I don't really have to write a 
description of Charles Peterson here, 
the man whose snatched, intimate 
photographs defined the look of an 
entire musical movement (Seattle 
grunge, duh)? Well, Charles is. . .oh, 
fuck it. Go check yourWikipedia. 
25. Which appeared in otherwise 
forgettable local music rag The Rocket. 
26.This claim is entirely unverified, 
incidentally. I made it up years ago. 
27. Oh, and in case you were 
wondering. . . Sub Pop 5 was a 
compilation released in 1 980. It 
featured a Charles Burns cover, and 
tracks by Bruce Pavitt, Steve Fisk, Jad 
Fair, Beakers and Cool Rays, among 
others. Sub Pop 7and 9were also 
cassette compilations with Charles 
Burns sleeves. (The other early Sub Pop 
releases were fanzines.) In 1 986, Pavitt 
released the limited-edition vinyl 
compilation Sub Pop 100- an excellent 
snapshot of noise Americana, mid- 
Eighties style, featuring Steve Albini, 
Sonic Youth, Scratch Acid, Naked 
Raygun, U-Men. . .and Shonen Knife! 
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With new album Skeleton, 
punk tropicalistas Abe Vigoda 
place fifth-world fever dreams 
and Los Angeles DIY on the 
dissecting table, cataloguing 
the anatomy of a new 
hybrid music 



Juan Velazquez is the guitarist in Abe Vigoda. 
His speech is peppered with gently self-deprecating 
tics; "like" and "I don't know" and "it's weird" and 
"that makes no sense" mark out staccato bursts 
of static in our communication. In response, and 
with a temperature of 101°, my thoughts cluster 
only nebulously around the questions that were 
intended to marshall them, swerve and disperse and 
gather, like bees. The transatlantic connection on 
which we are relying seems equally intent on 
disruption. Odd chirrups echo through vast spaces; 
at one point, I imagine birds, blossoms and vines 
issuing from the speakerphone. Over their cheeps, 
creaks and rustlings I will later pore for meaning, 
incongruous possibilities presenting themselves in 
fever both real and imagined, unavoidable lacunae 
appearing in my grasp of what happened. 

"That's kind of how we work," Juan says, kindly. 
"Everyone starts playing their thing, then we take it 
apart, move this part from here to there, and repeat 
it until it's almost meaningless, and then we try to 
make everything as flexible as it can be, until we 
have something that seems as it should organically 
be. And the way we used to practise was in our 
parents' garage, with no mic, so no way of hearing 
what Michael [Vidal, vocals] was singing. I still don't 
know what a lot of the lyrics are. " 

So nothing is true, and everything is permitted? 

"I'm sorry, I didn't hearyou..?" 

I've never seen Abe Vigoda play live. Not yet. And 
you haven't either, I'll wager. If you have, please 
write and tell me about it, because I've rinsed every 
YouTube clip and I'm still thirsty. They're currently 
touring the US with High Places and No Age. 



"We've been playing in the South, the South 
West, Dallas, Austin, El Paso, Atlanta, and the 
response has been so amazing. We were nervous 
a lot of the time because we still see ourselves as a 
new band. But people already knew who we were 
and it's been pretty awesome." 

I'm sure they do know who you are: your 
association with [LA all-ages venue] The Smell may 
have something to do with that. Are you reluctant 
to talk about what it means to be A Smell Band? 
There must be very different expectations attached 
to being involved in that scene now, for new bands. 

"Well, we hear about it ad nauseam, but it's 
cool. It's awesome that people are paying attention, 
but the habits we've learned from our DIY, punk 
background means there's a filter -we know that 
some things are not cool to do and not tempting to 
be offered. Yes, it's flattering to be mentioned in 
certain circles, but it feels weird. No Age are on 
MTV! And that's cool. But it's also kind of absurd." 

Abe Vigoda's beautiful new album, Skeleton, 
shares the celebratory quiver and hoot of its 
predecessor, Kid City, but is both more urgent and 
more muscular in its sound, recalling early Birthday 
Party, PiL and fi/ac/c Sea-era XTC rather than the 
'tropical punk' tag that has marked out almost all 
press interest thus far. It's in part this tag that has 
bound Abe Vigoda up with Vampire Weekend and 
High Places in critical discourse around cultural 
appropriation, hybridisation and identity, though 
post-punk itself took an interest in co-opting 
different ethnomusicological traditions into its 
deconstruction of the rock idiom. 

"Well, I don'tthink anyone approaches it with 
the attitude 'I'm gonna STEAL THIS'. If you hear 
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something and it's cool, you make it an influence on 
your life. Vampire Weekend are getting a lot of shit 
for that, but I think it's more about the background 
that they're from." 

Surely, though, it's very different for LA Latino 
diaspora to play music that's influenced by Mexican 
and Dominican traditions than it is for Vampire 
Weekend to use Afrobeat and highlife. 

"I've heard lots of Mexican regional music 
growing up, around the house and at family parties. 
I never took it as being something that I could play 
automatically, though. The fact that I'm Mexican 
doesn't give me an entitlement either. Touring with 
High Places, we've been watching how they use 
many different world music influences, and seeing 
that it's not necessarily exploitative. " 

There's a generational aspect to it, too. For 
people in 15 years' time, Isuspectthatitmayjust 
look like pre-Animal Collective indie and post- 
Animal Collective indie, the way there's pre- and 
post-Talking Heads pop. 

"Animal Collective were a totally influential 
band for us. And we love Cafe Tacuba and the 
Hallelujah Chicken Run Band, but honestly, we're 
more influenced by rock music. We're from the 
States, so what is our music? Is rock our music? 
What about the problems with that, with the Elvis 
issue, with black music being popularised by white 
people? If you practise that kind of purism it's 
essentially a dead end. 

"Reggie [Guerrero, drums] and I are both 
Mexican, and I'm gay. Maybe we wouldn't be the 
band we are now if it weren't for those cultural 
identities, but we're not a didactic band. At all. That 
doesn't mean we don't understand the issues: there 



'I still don't know what a lot of the 

lyriCS are'-Juan Velazquez 



are issues for anyone who's not a white middle-class 
dude in a rock band. There are issues of exclusion 
and invisibility for girls, gay guys, lesbians, black 
people, Mexican people, but it doesn't have to have 
a direct relationship to the art they make. People can 
perceive difference in a lot of ways, in terms of 
where we play, who we play with, how we make 
our album art, and get the message that way. " 

There are always layers of mystery between 
the band and the music, between the music 
and the listener- layers that punk bands have 
historically attempted to penetrate by changing the 
relationship between artist and audience, struggling 
audibly to bring gesture closer to intention, a 
struggle markedly absent from Abe Vigoda's work. 
But for some people those layers will be more 
transparent than others, codes and signals blipping 
through the mist. I remember my disappointment 
when I found out Kim Deal wasn't gay, and my utter 
glee when I found out that Bob Mould was. 

"Bob Mould is supposed to be coming to our 
show! I'm so psyched - 1 used to listen to Husker DO 
a lot and it meant so much to me to find out he was 
gay. It just made things so much clearer. He's my gay 
punk rock icon. Sometimes it is hard being part of 
this subculture - not that it isn't accepting, because 



it is -but there just aren't as many gay men doing 
this, and I really want to talk to him about this stuff." 

The band's reluctance to pin down meaning is 
reflected in Skeleton, whose lyrics are a series of 
Poundian short phrases, progressing syllabically 
from one side to another of a constant dialectic. 
Broken branches, crown of leaves. Splash blood 
around. Rest forever. Frightened children hide in 
long grass, find comfort in tombs, in ghost-houses, 
the narrator slipping back and forth between 
perspectives as Juan and bassist David Reichart 
respond with ostinato chanting. 

"For the most part we're celebrating new 
experiences, moving out and into the city for the 
first time, absorbing the amazing new stuff that's in 
our lives. But the lyrics are really not all that positive, 
and I like that the lyrics don't respect the melodies 
too much in that way. I listened to a ton of English 
dreampop and goth when we were making the 
record - 1 love the reverb and the distance. " 

Juan's voice disappears once again into the 
digital chasm. All that's left is the record, and it 
sounds different now, a steelier defence somehow 
against my fever dream, an invitation to measure 
the distance between excitement and trepidation, 
to rise and walk in the reverberant heat of life. 
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h slime pays 
Words: Melissa Bradshaw 



ords: Melissa Bradshaw 

lotoqraphv: Andrew Whitton 



When Rodney Smith picks up a microphone, he becomes Roots Manuva, 

bashment superhero spitting wonky science and remaking UK hip-hop in 
his own image. Back with 'Buff Nuff, a rowdy link-up with Sheffield 
dancehall wunderkind Toddla T, and new album Slime And Reason, our 
Rodders talks slippery logic and the merits of dancing with your socks off 
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roots manuva 



Roots Manuva is older than he's ever been. He has 
just made an album about slime. He has also put out 
a single with a boy called Toddla, and to promote it, 
made a video where he drives around in an ice- 
cream van serving ice cream to girls while wearing a 
wig and a stupid pair of plastic glasses. " I've always 
wanted to sell ice-cream," says Roots. "Maybe get 
out the music business and sell ice-cream," he 
muses, thoughtfully folding up his first slice of pizza. 

Roots Manuva was 40 minutes late. He rang up 
his PR lady as he was walking across Hampstead 
Heath to order his pizza. A few minutes, later he 
rang back to say no Parmesan. As Roots Manuva 
folds his first slice and talks about ice-cream, Toddla 
T finishes his pizza. He isnotfat. He is one of those 
young people that eat really, really fast. 

Rodney P Smith - aka Brigadier Smythe, aka 
Cecil PYLM Pirn Pimpernel, aka Hylton Smythe, 
aka Roots Manuva, member of The Banana Clan 
and possibly the best thing to ever happen to UK 
hip-hop - holds his folded pizza and gazes into a 
space where I think he is envisaging his childhood 
days. He talks about his grandpa, who lived in 
Brixton Hill. He sold ice-cream for a living. "You'd 
go to Grandad's house and there was gonna be 
ice-cream, lollipops. He never sold hot dogs though. 
Of course I miss my old grandad ! He was a big figure 
in my life. Especially when you're trying to be 
something in your life, get something across." 

The best of Rodney's aliases is Lord Gosh. 
It was Lord Gosh, according to the sleevenotes 
of Roots' 2001 LP Run Come Save Me, who made 
the invincible 'Witness (1 Hope)'. Anyone who 
doesn't know that tune must have been dead for 
a longtime. I remember having glandularfever at 
the age of 1 5, running a temperature of 1 02 
degrees Fahrenheit but crawling out of my bed and 
rummaging for a felt-tip and scrap of paper to write 
down 'ROOTS MANUVA' after I heard what must 
have been 'Next Type Of Motion' on the radio. 
At the time -1 995 - he was being touted as a 
saviour figure, the man who could make UK hip-hop 
feasible, instead of risible. In the late Nineties Roots 
Manuva's name steadily grew. At the end of my first 
term at university, I packed my room smoking skunk 
and listening to the 1999 LP Brand New Second 
Hand as loud as possible, vowing that I would never 
return. In 2001, 1 remember the biggest house party 
in the university going off to 'Witness'. All the cool 
kids in the room knew it. It wasn't long until the 
whole world knew it. Rodney's brooding ragga/hip- 
hop hybrid rewrote the landscape of British black 
music in its own image. 

Now, with his fourth album, Rodney P Smith, aka 
Brigadier Smythe, aka Cecil PYLM Pirn Pimpernel... 
has established he's here for the long game. Apart 
from dispelling the threat offered on 'Colossal 
Insight' that 2005's Awfully Deep "could well be my 
last LP", Slime And Reason poses a philosophy of 
sorts. "It's about sliming the world, and being open 
to slime, and the mathematics of slime," says Roots. 
"And in that corruption of the phrase 'rhyme and 
reason' to 'slime and reason', there's a slippery 
beautif ulness. " Roots has an amazingly toned voice, 
even when he talks. I can still hear him saying it: 
"There's a slippery beautifulness" . He stops there. 
No qualification. Just a slippery beautifulness. 
And then he looks down at his pizza. 

The concept of slime takes the adult reared 
on cartoons back to their childhood - in my case, 
especially, to Ghostbusters. There was that river of 
slime under New York, and the slime ghost thing - 
and do you remember those little plastic egg things 
you could buy with 'slime' inside them, which you 
threw at walls? Ice-cream, too, is a slimy memory 
of our formative years. Rodney says he wanted the 
video to have him and the ice-cream van's driver 
Ricky Ranking -fellow Banana Clan member, 
vocalist and walking comprehensive oral history of 
soundsystem culture - pouring slimy stuff all over 



the ice-creams they serve up. But the video only 
came out half the way he wanted it. That, he says, 
is the case with most things he does. 

the shape of gunk to come 

To attempt to define the concept of slime in a 
simple sentence is slippery. This has to do with 
the messiness of artistic process. It's also got 
something to do with maths, explains Rodney. 
It's not just a 1 = 1 , 1 +1 =2 thing. Meanings are 
tripled, quadrupled. "If this was maths and things 
were hard and fast, and one means one and two 
means two, then I would call it rhyme and reason, " 
he explains. 

Right now, there's talk of a new sound in hip- 
hop, a sound people are calling 'wonky'. Strictly 
speaking, it was coined bythebloggerand musician 
Blackdown to describe mid-range synths working at 
strange tangents, in genres blurring into genres. 
In Plan B #34, 1 used Blackdown's term 'wonky' to 
describe Flying Lotus' humid, heat-baked hip-hop. 
The central tenet of wonky is a feeling of off- 
kilterness. In a way, though, wonky is not so much 
a new innovation as something that's always been 
there, dormant. A friend recently pointed out that 
wonky was occurring right at the start of hip-hop: 
check out the mad synth cadenza at the end of the 
theme to seminal graffiti flilm Wild Style. Recently 
I read an article that described Toddla T's production 
style as wonky. I don't mention it, though - until 
Roots says this: "Throughout my whole musical 
career it's been like that whole element of 
wonkiness, of slipping". Delighted, I explain why it 
is the summer of wonky. " It's not wonky for the sake 
of wonky," he qualifies. "It's not like falling over. It's 



too was his ironic take on the whole 'new man' 
culture. "More toys, more gadgets and oxygen/A 
brand new box to put my soxes in" , he rhymed on 
'Grown Man ' , "Cuz nothing comes close to fresh 
underwear" . It sounded like he was laughing at the 
bathos of growing up, growing famous. But then, 
there was always a core of self-debasement to the 
new man trope -think of Hugh Grant in Notting 
Hill, or the dudes in The Full Monty. Throughout 
his career, Roots has spoken of himself in pared- 
down terms. "Nothing but my dread, my shoes, 
my toothbrush", heannounceson 'Oh Yeah'. "All I 
own is my balls and my word" , he says on 'Colossal 
Insight'. 'Grown Man' also features three recurrent 
touchstones of Manuva's lyrical oeuvre: money, 
women, and the pub. 

Toddla's productions for Manuva make that 
double-time thing go somewhere even funnier. 
As well as the single 'Buff Nuff ', the 23-year-old 
produced 'I'm A New Man'. It begins "Whisky man, 
it's the frisky man", mentions "Baby mothers in 
plenty of towns" and has a chorus that goes 
"Nobody heard of me/I'm a new man" over blasts of 
bass and a pitch-bent bleep that sounds like a digital 
bomb drop. The silly, frenetic 'Do Nah Bodda Mi', 
meanwhile, is a jiggly middle finger up to the world 
with a chorus that repeats the title three and two- 
half times (the third line goes "do nah bodda, do 
nah bodda"). The pair giggle about this track. It 
wasn't so much what mood Rodney was in, he 
claims, so much as what Toddla's beat made him do: 
"It was just picking upthemicand hearing the beat 
and trying to do something that worked with the 
beat. Totally unselfconscious. Looking back I was 
like, 'Should I have said that!? Oh no! I know who's 



'I never been given no accolades for 
what I do technically or what I do 
linguistically' - Roots Ma™ 



like dancing with your socks off, you're gonna have 
a little more swivel and a little more swagger." 

Toddla T was born and raised in Sheffield, and 
started making music when he was 12, hence the 
name. His rise began in the second half of 2007, 
when he dropped 'Toddla T's Ghettoblaster Mix #1 ', 
his own 'Do U Know' riddim, and remixed the likes 
of Hot Chip and Roisin Murphy. He met Roots 
Manuva through a fellow Sheffield resident, Wayne 
Lotek of Big Dada act Lotek Hi-Fi. 

Roots and Toddla gelled well. Toddla's music 
mixes up ragga and hip-hop with plastic production 
and a Sheffield bleep twist. But he's much better 
than most of those kids who mix plastic dancehall 
records randomly with crunk and grime, partly 
because he's not out to traverse the entire ghetto 
of the world like he knows it all, and partly because 
of the bleep sensibility that underpins his music. 
Working with Toddla is a logical next step for 
Manuva. Even if that logic feels a little slimy. There 
has always been a bleep edge to Roots' music. His 
bleeps have gone through a string of new shapes 
and mutations in the trajectory of his career. On 
Brand New Second Hand, bleeps hang suspended 
in warm, minimal bass and astonishing, dissentient 
melodies. This was music that felt urban and alien, 
treading in the mid-ground between hip-hop and 
ragga. By 2001 's Run Come Save Me, the bleeps had 
exploded, blown up into grand, murky anthems. 
On the 2006 dub remix project Alternately Deep the 
bleeps were bifurcated into high-end double-time 
and a low-end swagger, both energetic and slack, 
as if out to contradict themselves. By now, Manuva 
was famous and successful, a new man. And if 
Awfully Deep was laced with contradictions, so 



gonna get offended by that bit -and that bit!" He 
giggles again. 

Similarly, when Toddla first bleeped, he never 
bleeped self-consciously. Though more recently, 
Sheffield has been associated with the Arctic 
Monkeys and other similar indie bands, Steel City 
has a long music history that encompasses Unique 
3, LFO, Warp Records and the wondrous mid- 
Nineties sound dubbed bleep-and-bass - a futuristic 
fusion of digitalism and dub, ragga and rave styles. 
Exactly what Toddla's music is now, in other words, 
although Toddla didn't know about the history of 
bleep before he started making it. He learned it from 
the producers around him in Sheffield, specifically 
his friend RossOrton. "Before I even heard those 
Warp records I was kinda doing it" says Toddla. 
"Other producers had synths and that in their 
studios and had always shown me stuff and I'd do 
that, and then I'd heard all the bleep stuff later and 
I'd think it was amazing. But initially it was just 
about the people that were around. Ross totally 
inspired me, but not in a way that I thought, 'Oh, he 
makes bleep'. I just thought it sounded amazing. " 

Manuva also spends a lot of time in Sheffield. 
He's even been called a honorary Sheffielder 
because he spends so much time in one pub - 
although his experience is confined to a particular 
circle. "I have, like, a two-mile radius -I go to a 
certain pub, a certain road, and then I'm back in 
London," he says. "As an outsider, I could never 
come to grips with what's really been going on up 
there at all. I've always felt like a freak up there. 
I don't talk the language. They've got a whole 
different slant on slang. And they've got a whole 
different bag of politics." 



plan b 1 43 



roots manuva 



^ 



/ 




"It's like I said," chirps Toddla. "The politics run 
deep because there's that amount of people [makes 
small hand motion] rather than that amount of 
people [makes big hand motion]". They both nod. 

Both Rodney and Toddla agree that they can't 
do what they're told. They can't just sit down and 
make a specific sort of track - it just comes out; the 
creative process is slimy. " My shit ain't exactly 
loose," starts Toddla. "He's tight," confirms Rodney. 
"But his ability as a producer is that he allows the 
vocalist to slip all over the tracks. " And a lot of bass 
noises can sound wet, too, I say -slimy, even. 

"Slimy wimey!" says Toddla. 

"Squelchy welchy! " says Roots. 

in the filth 

There has also always been a more serious, 
introverted side of Roots Manuva, a side that finds 
its most impressive manifestation to date on the 
second half of Run Come Save Me. 'Sin Sinny Sins' 
recalls a childhood spent in the shadow of Roots' 
father, a Pentecostal deacon. Imposed guilt and 
self-alienation turns into rejection by the narrator of 
a church whose visions and hypocrisies, rather than 
himself, are foreign. Shrouded in melancholy 
atmospherics, the closing verse looks outwards, 



me. At certain points, it was more reflective, like 
braggadocio, telling the world that it's not just 
the talk, it's the action. It's more than just talk. 
It's the actuality that has got me here today. " 

On 'A Man's Talk' the spiritual Manuva meets 
the masculine, fertile Manuva with creative force. 
"Rebel yoot wit that brick in my hand/Fire blazing, 
ready to burn Babylon/Bringing back a new fertility/ 
Change the scene with a rebel virility". Wherever 
masculinity rears its head, though, it is underpinned 
by vulnerability, or fallibility: see The Show Must 
Go On', a break-up song that declares "You ate 
upallofmylife". Elsewhere, there are mentions 
of babymothers and misguided love, of "mama 
go loco" (The Struggle'). The ice-cream that 
appears in the 'Buff Nuff video is, he confesses, 
in part about the desire to revisit his childhood. 
"It's the studio slime," he says. "But at the same 
time, I can't return to my childhood. I got kids. 
I got loads of kids. The kids, you have to do the 
kids thing. Daddy gotta earn money." I ask how 
many kids he has, but he won't say. "That's 
classified information ! " he chuckles. " I've got more 
than two, less than seven." 

And though there is autobiographical 
material aplenty - stuff to make the gossips 
dribble, songs about "domestic hardship", as he 
cheerfully puts it, that's all you really need to know. 
"It was just something that happened. It was more 
for the aesthetic and the reasoning of it rather than 
the actuality of like 'Oh shit, I've got a few baby 
mothers across the world - and I really want to talk 
about it! ' I'm quite protective of that. I don't wanna 
bring no shame to my social circle, or start talking 
about who did what and who did why. Who spent 



'Even before I heard those Warp 
records I was kinda doing bleep' 



\ 



becoming a vision of global moral corruption. 
The moral law is still there, present and felt. 

References to religion - both Christian and 
Rastafarian - intersperse all four LPs. Brand New 
Second Hand features the track 'Baptism', while 
Run Come Save Me's 'Ital Visions' found Roots 
playing prescient, barking "Fully qualified loon, 
shake my fist at the moon/Rolling notes of protest 
at the MIS, what makes them keep files on me?" 
Run Come Save Me came out on September 1 8 
2001 , seven days after the event that precipitated 
unprecedented curtailments on civil liberty, and 
a new era of surveillance. Slime And Reason's 'Let 
The Spirit', produced by the album's other guest 
producer Metronomy, is music as a secular kind 
of evangelism: you get moved by the spirit of the 
music. And if you thought the references to 
nouveau masculinity were tenuous as an argument 
for Manuva's consistent repatriation of his own 
manhood, there's 'A Man's Talk', where strings 
and self-analysis meet more bass bleep and pitch- 
bend in a lush groove. "That was spontaneous to 
a degree," says Roots. "But it was kind of just more 
me sitting down on a piano, sitting down on 
a keyboard, just going into a zone. It was more the 
oppressed side of the artist -the artiste! -within 



- Toddla T 



what money, and who took what house, and who 
took what car. That's not very nice is it? That stuff 
should be kept behind closed doors." 

In a nice summation of generational difference, 
we all get into a discussion about bassline. Toddla 
loves it, says it's been around for a time and says 
it's funny, all the attention it's getting - but he 
likes it, because he can play out at Fabric now 
and play bassline and everyone will like it. 
Manuva, on the other hand, says it's "a sore topic" . 
Always one to dismiss the neat critical division of 
music into categories - remember that line from 
'Colossal Insight': "I don't give a damn about UK 
rap/I'm UK black, making UK tracks" -he cites 
soundsystem culture's 30-year tradition of 
manipulating bass sounds. He remembers going 
to hear a soundsystem when he was eight years old, 
and they'd just "lock off the tops" and mess around 
with the bass. 

" I never been given no accolades for what 
I do technically or what I do linguistically, " he says. 
"Or from a hip-hop point of view, or even from 
a ragga point of view. I've never managed to make 
standard straight up standard hip-hop or ragga, 
lover's rock, or jungle. I've always just made this 
kind of fusion. Butwhatldo is real, it's from 
my heart. What I do is real to my experience. 
And throughout the last 1 years it has stood 
the test of time." 

As he says this he looks me right in the eyes. 
And then he turns his attention back to what 
remains of his pizza. In my head, I have momentarily 
turned back into the teenager, in awe of this 
man, and his work. I am gobsmacked. I look at 
Toddla. Toddla is silent too. 



44 1 plan b 




The sound changes 
like a weather system 



***'* 



return of the mach 

Words: Daniel Barrow, John Doran, Andrzej 
Lukowski, Louis Pattison 

Asva Photo: Mei Lewis 

Supersonic 

Birmingham Custard Factory 

A particularly tenacious chest infection is 
refusing to be dislodged, no matter how much 
Night Nurse I drink. This said, the treacly tide 
of pseudo-ephedrine has primed me for Parts 
And Labor's ecstatic performance. Their 
sunburst of pop-punk colour (think: Husker 
Du, Trans Am) seems even more effervescent 
and giddy than usual. 'Fractured Skies' has the 
tones of a particularly frenetic drum'n'bass/ 
spiritual hybrid performed by neon -coloured 
punks. 'Visions Of Repair', with its refrain of 
"We are the audience", calls down even more 
melody, laid in joyful juxtaposition against the 
rest of the day's doom, grind and drone. 

Dalek somehow always manage to be 1 0% 
louder than everyone else on the outside stage. 
Despite the loss of turntablist Still, they are 
still very much an old school hip-hop group (as 
opposed to a noise act with rapping), fusing 
futuristic sounds and breaks. Whether they 
feel the need to represent more than usual 
when faced with all these guitar-manglers is 
debatable, but ear plugs that weren't necessary 
for Rolo Tomassi are pushed into place, 
eardrums fortified against a tumbling scree 
of bass noise and screeching metal-on-metal 
explosions. K heads look nervously at one 
another just to get the reassurance. It's alright: 
they actually are playing that slow. (JD) 

Maybe it's just that Mirrored 's been out for 
an age, but there's a gentle cynicism billowing 
through Supersonic with regards to Saturday 
headliners Battles. I stick around for a bit, and 
it's fine, but like lot of the festival, I drift away 
to see Harvey Milk. A ragged, unspeakably 
plaintive take on Elgar's 'I Vow To Thee 



My Country' drifts through the air like 
nightblossom; it's bemusing and lovely and 
messes with your head on the wrong side of 
midnight, but it's beautiful, as is this band. 
The heaviosity flares back up, but maybe here 
of all places the Georgians' magnificence as 
craftsmen is manifest, their volcanic sludge 
blazing with a spirit that reminds me a lot 
of Neil Young's sloppily incendiary Arc/Weld. 
If this festival is something like Harvey Milk's 
coronation, then Fucked Up are its court 
jesters, Pink Eyes gamely observing that his 
band "sound like the fucking Backstreet Boys" 
compared to the rest of Sunday's doomtastic 
bill. Doesn't matter: a few sombre punters 
stalk away from the Canadians' whipsmart 
three-guitar cage; the rest of us quickly forget 
the incongruity of Fucked Up's old school 
vigour and get on with the serious business of 
moshin' with a fat dude. (AL) 

Keiji Haino is a showman through and 
through. Mid-set, as his Kikuri bandmate 
Merzbowsummonsa howling analogue storm 
with what looks like a piece of trailer signage 
covered in wires, he simply leans on his mic 
stand, like a funereal Frank Sinatra, as smoke 
fills the stage. Then he gathers up the lead, 
and breaks into one of the screams that 
punctuate the hour. Switching between skull- 
splintering drum machine, guitar, digital 
theremin and some kind of odd Japanese lute 
-which he plays as if at a polite recital whilst 
undergoing a mini-fit of logorrhoea - his 
contortions explode and flutterthrough 
Merzbow's double-laptop and oscillator-built 
architecture of feedback (and drums - Akita 
even obliges us with some dextrous kit-work). 

Wreathed in green and red smoke, Asva 
guitarist Trey Spruance looks like a wayward 
Orthodox priest, and as the title track of new 
album What You Don't Know Is Frontier 
commences with doomy thundercracks, waves 
of low-end tremble up my legs. As the pattern 



repeats, small details accrue -stalking synth 
lines, mournful organ drone, sudden bursts 
of lashing guitar noise -and the sound 
changes like a weather system, a pattern 
becoming visible in the sum of its parts; the 
most solid of music melting into air. (DB) 

Face mushed against a sheet of miked-up 
plate glass like a child outside a sweet shop, 
Justice Yeldham barks and wheezes, his 
exclamations diffused into a barrage of 
explosive high-end signals via a tool belt 
of effects pedals. He pulls his face from the 
spittle-smeared glass and reaches for a bottle 
of water, but flumes it across his instrument all 
over the front row. In the photo pit, two 
medics lock eyes in horror as, with a subtle 
bend, the glass shatters and Yeldham spits out 
a mouthful of shards in a way that makes me 
think of ice dispensers in hotel corridors. Blood 
trickles down his face. He seems nonplussed. 

It's improbable that Yeldham is the sort 
to intellectualise what he does, but if he chose 
to, he's in the right place. One of Supersonic's 
most welcome aspects is the way it 
acknowledges extreme music's cerebral 
dimension without neutering it. Over in the 
theatre, Napalm Death's Nic Bullen embarks 
on The Aesthetics Of Grindcore, a lecture 
(with slides!) that posits the movement's visual 
identity as a conflation of video-nasties, post- 
Situationist punk iconography, and the 
malnourished Africans of Live Aid. Grindcore 
also finds its way into the festival's climactic 
set by Gravetemple in the shape of drummer 
Matt Sanders, who adds rumbling blast-beats 
to Stephen O'Malley and Oren Ambarachi's 
slo-mo drones. Athinning crowd suggests a 
collective fatigue to the Sunn O))) aesthetic, 
but this stuff still never fails to pull me out of 
my skin, flattening time like plasticine. A billed 
Julian Cope never shows. Apparently his driver 
never turned up. Next time he should bring 
the flying chariot. (LP) 
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Like raw sunshine 




exploding head movie 

Words: Fiona Fletcher 

Photography: Mark Winpenny/Livepix 

Stereolab 

The Windmill, London 

"Stop it!" admonishes my friend. "You sound 
like a mouse!" 

I can't help it; I'm so excited. The noise I'm 
emitting is somewhere between a kettle's 
whistle and the shriek of steam escaping a 
locomotive. "Eeeeeee!" We're in The 
Windmill - my local, a venue with a floorspace 
the size of my parents' living room. 

The band onstage is Stereolab. To 
understand their original impact, you've got 
to remember what the early Nineties were 
like, in America. The grunge hordes held sway 
like flannel dinosaurs. The only musical force 
for change was post-rock, and into post-rock 
fell Stereolab, like a prismatic sugar-bomb. 
The soothing thrum of Velvets-toned guitar 
and a pounding Krautrock rhythm section - at 
a time when no-one remembered what 
Krautrock was outside Julian Cope's bunker. 
The vintage analogue keyboards, all wow and 



flutter when samplers ruled. Esquivel 
weirdness when jazz, let alone lounge, was 
a dirty word. Laetitia Sadier was an ice-cool 
Francpise Hardy with a political conscience. 
Boys wanted to marry her; girls - me included 
-wanted to be her. 

I've seen Stereolab dozens of times-from 
the early energetic shows at Maxwells and the 
Knitting Factory in NYC -a band equally at 
home in art galleries or festivals. But the last 
time I sawthem, in 2002, they had the hollow 
joylessness of a Philip Glass recital, looking 
distinctly bored. And so was I, skipping out 
before the encore to catch the last train. They 
had lost their Pop. 

Tonight feels new, exciting, ecstatic. It's 
packed - indie kids with greying hair, geek 
glasses giving way to bifocals. The stage is 
mounded with vintage keyboards - Vox, 
Rhodes, Claviet and a custom Moog. No 
support band, nofuss.Thetinyclubfillsto 
overflowing. No one knows what to expect - 
will it be a nostalgia-fest or inaccessible new 
material? Oh yes! All the old favourites are 
there. 'Ping Pong', 'Lo-Boob Oscillator', 
'French Disko' - oh my God, a 20-minute 



Krautrock workout on 'Stomach Worm'! 
This close, I can see how they work, how the 
bassist catches everyone's eye when the 
improvisation is ending, counting them back 
in to the melody after a free-noise interlude. 
The band have recovered from the death of 
founding member, Mary Hansen, tragically 
killed in a cycling accident a few years ago. 
There's a new keyboardist -an adorable 
French boy, grinning with excitement as he 
sings "ba ba ba" with an expression of "Whee, 
I'm in Stereolab! "There are new songs, 
scattered in among the familiar gems, fresh, 
raw, more garagey than their early Noughties 
noodling. The Pop -their insanely catchy 
melodic appeal - is back. 

The front row is all intense boys in 
spectacles, as girls dance, uninhibited, at the 
back. It's like raw sunshine, more powerful 
than SSRIs. There's no being depressed to this 
music, pure joy in its rawest form. What is 
happiness? Chemical, physical, the confluence 
of like-minded friends? This is what it's like, 
when it's right. The music I know I'll hear when 
the pearly gates open and I float into Heaven - 
that will be Stereolab. 
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re been 
conned out of 
all that power 




the ultimate 

Words: Sophie Heawood 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 

Grace Jones 

South Bank Centre, London 

Grace Jones is spread across the Meltdown 
stage, 20 feet wide, her face stretching and 
melting into itself as the pouting lips sing 
"Corporate cannibal! Digital criminal!" The 
real Grace arrives later, much less digital but 
no less criminal, oozing like a cocksure cat 
burglar. Those thighs! She talks to us about 
that new song, 'Corporate Cannibal'. "Quite 
scary, huh? I like to go dark. They tell me not 
to. Motherfuckers." She sings another new 
one about being a Jones and having the 
Williamsburg in her, with a big growling 
chorus, pounding the floor- how she can have 
new party tunes as killer as the ones we 
already know and love? 'Slave To The Rhythm', 
'Pull Up To The Bumper', 'La Vie En Rose', 'My 
Jamaican Guy', all dazzling. She grabs an 



audience member to sing with her and later 
invites many more to dance up there. She is 
less impressed when some starstruck female 
tries to touch her. There is an angry stand-off. 

But humour returns though her comedy 
voices. She stops variously for: a banter in 
Jamaican, French, and as a sozzled old English 
aristo who seems to have wandered off the set 
of Brideshead Revisited. "This is how I walk - 
it's called a crawl" she deadpans, resorting to 
an odd method of tackling a staircase. "I'm 
coming out naked now," comes her voice from 
the wings, where she periodically returns to 
change into yet another slip of fabric that is 
less sartorial, more architectural. "Well, 
almost naked. I'll be arrested before the end 
of the show." She tells us that our creator 
is what we're jealous of, that we have made 
her cry, that she is wearing the hat that her 
mother would have worn, being a church- 
going lady. Her headdress changes endlessly 
too-the milliner Philip Treacy designed not 
only her hats but also the incredible digital 



disco building site of a set, with its crane that 
lifts Grace 25 feet into the air to survey us. 
The word LOVE flashes across the stage in 
subliminal flicks of lights. 

You realise, watching this, that all the 
pseudo-Buddhist therapy guffins you live by is 
entirely wrong. Not to be the most important. 
Notto be too big a self. Notto have dominion. 
You see her and realise you've been conned 
out of all that power. In an age of My Wee 
Romp Shame, Sorry and My Drugs Hell, Sozzer 
and My Boozy Night On The Pavement With 
My Knickers Round My Ears, Heartfelt 
Apologies, where people in public life have 
to resign the minute they've done something 
wrong rather than actually doing something 
about it, sorry, sorry, sorry, and where Max 
Mosley is in a courtroom to plead the hygiene 
of his private sexual fantasies, Lord have 
mercy. Well, then there is Grace Jones, making 
no apologies. And with an arse like that at 60 
years old. The meek certainly won't inherit the 
earth. It's all down to Ms Jones. 



Andersens 



Kitokazu Onozaki sits cross-legged and 
barefoot on a chair at the front of the 



stage, guitar in hand, fringe drooping, 
scarlet flares flapping below. This is 
Andersens' first full show outside Japan, 
and their beatific singer has the Sixties 
guru routine off-pat. Bassist Yoshino Trance 
and drummer Yoshinari Kishida stand 
behind, guest sax player Clare from The 
Starlets and Lipsync For A Lullabye cellist 
Atzi filling in the space which flautist 
Yoshiko Iguchi usually occupies. 

They open with 'Harmony On Wave,' 
a twanging instrumental from new album, 
Musiquestionsbetore Onozaki's high voice 
takes over for a charming eight-song 
maelstrom of English village green 
psychedelia, kindergarten oompah, 



Eighties indie-pop with Sea And Cake 
intricacy, swirled up into something nev 
Neil Cooper 

Cocorosie 



Vienna Arena 

We begin with delicate chords and birdlike 
hymns, already moved and moving. It's like 
being underwater, an organic and shifting 
space in which the beats break all about us 
like waves. There isn't a drum machine, or 
even a drummer: it's a guy with a mike who 
dances his rhythm, through the melody 
and across the stage. And they take the 
whole place over without ever having to 
shout: Bianca strutting, rapping, crooning 
- heartbreakingly tuff and defensive and 
vulnerable, and, and singin' Sierra the fey, 
femme to Bianca 's butch, infinitely 
generous, a spectre of joy. 



They give each other the space to shine 
these sisters, and their love - for one 
another and for what they're doing - fills 
the space and our swells our hearts, and 



I m a sceptic but fuck it, I m there inside it 
before I can say esoteric post-feminist trip- 



JesseDarlin' 



Darren Hayman and Ja< 
Hayter 


:k 


Luminaire, London 





"You have to remember that we're not 
Hefner," Darren Hayman reminds, one 
eyebrow arched. "We just REALLY, REALLY 
like Hefner." 

This gig is a fantastic reminder of just 
how joyous Hefner could be. Every single 
audience sings every word of the opening 
'The Hymn ForThe Alcohol' - it's all been 



oursonq in some uncool, harrowing 
moment - and makes it perfect. Darren 
and Jack hold off playing the song they 
think is the one people like at indie discos 



( Hello Kitten ) and, confused, play the 
song they're told people actually do like at 
indie discos ('Painting And Kissing'), and 
that song is a rocketship of bad memories 
and booze and it's great for dancing and it 



works because the focus of the song isn t 
the 'mad' girlfriend character (the one that 
every closet-misogynist twee songwriter 
from Jens Lekman to Marc Bianchi is 
besotted with) but on the desperate, 
pathetic actions of the narrator. 

You can bill yourself as'Darren Hayman 
and Jack Hayter (play Hefner songs)' 
all you like, this was totally Hefner. 
Bye bye Hefner. 
David McNamee 
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At the crack 
of dawn with 
a poteen 
hangover 
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days and nights in... 
london and namburg 

Words: Richard Fontenoy 

Tony Conrad photo: Georg Schroll 

Summer and music are apparently about 
festivals, and the sun does actually shine on 
Stokefest. It's disconcerting to be hemmed 
into a corner of your own park amid the 
teeming hordes of daytrippers seeking out the 
next local-festival-turned-corporate. "Where's 
Clissold Park?" demands a sunglassed dude in 
a beach buggy, sticking out like a designer 
thumb. So we stick to local bands, thrilling to 
Morning Bride's melodious charms, 
swanking to The Dublo's thundering filthy 
blues and kicking out the Brechtian dirt with 
The Cesarians. Who needs to move more 
than a few metres for a great band anyway? 

The Tate Modern might do, and the turbine 
hall proves the only place to take in the 
spectacle and immense physical drones of 
Tony Conrad's free gig. The shuddering 
standing waves he drags from imperceptibly 
changing violin and cello notes are very 
satisfying. DJing at Corsica Studios with 
Sunburned Hand Of The Man in a 
depopulated back room is warmed up with 
Herzog's Even Dwarfs Started Small and a 
dose of difficult, beautiful cosmic sounds. 

Mark Stewart And The Maff ia are 
in ranting form at the Festival Hall for 
Meltdown, though Adrian Sherwood's 
opening dub set becomes flattened by the 



overly pristine, canonical surroundings. 
Dub should feel gritty and rough, so it's 
a shame that Stewart's second set in the 
less controlled surroundings of the ballroom 
has to be missed. It's turning into Faust 
season, and a swift exit by taxi (paid for by a 
government ministry on the expense account 
of a passing friend) winds to the heaving 
sweatbox of the Amersham Arms where we 
find the north German branch of the band 
gamely defying the chattering masses and 
muddy PA to raise lurching Krautrock hell. 

Playing a gig at Off N On the same night 
My Bloody Valentine reform means that 
our pig-ignorant Jean-Michel Jarre-isms fall 
on a small but kindly crowd; the van ride away 
from Friday Shoreditch horrors leads to 
Seventies Beat Club psychedelia and head 
pain, as do MBV the next day at the 
Roundhouse. If it wasn't for the headfuck 
intensity of 'You Made Me Realise', they'd be 
just a very loud indie band. Now's Music Club 
at The Others is preferable for being 1 
minutes away through the rain and, as with 
a quick dive to catch the Venom Seeds' 
caterwauling skronk racket at Maggie's Bar, 
it's all about the people, the whirl, the friends 
whose full names may never be known but 
whose love for music makes it shine forever. 

As July slops wetly into place, it's time to 
make the pilgrimageto Germany forthe 
Avantgarde Festival at Faust's grizzled art- 
errorist Jean-Herve Peron's farmhouse near 
Hamburg. Never mind the fuckups of Ryanair's 



chiselling scheduling malaise, it's about being 
absorbed into the paradisiacal combination 
of music without boundaries and plentiful 
camaraderie, even when the heavens open 
again. Sleeping in a tent for the first time is a 
revelation, and the white walls make it like 
waking up in a fluorescent light- complete 
with dead insects - at the crack of dawn with a 
poteen hangover. Where else can Nurse With 
Wound and Faust (with action painting from 
Steve Stapleton) entertain Lily Sau, the blind 
pig saved from animal experimentation for a 
life of festival-starring photogenic comfort? 
Where better to play a brain-cleansing set of 
electronic drones in the elevated company of 
Black Carrot's show-stealing Ubu-isms, 
Traummaschine's intense Harmonia-grade 
chug, the conservatoire-escaping DACH or the 
curvaceous steel bows of the Stahl Quartet? 
Somewhere the fire burns all night and genial 
Swedish hippies keep their tipi stocked with 
thumb pianos and hour-stealing chillums, a 
barn where Boy Division shriek classic punk 
covers through white-shirts and megaphones, 
where Kommissar Hjuler Und Mama Bar 
bury 'The Lion Sleeps Tonight' in a fifty-minute 
yowl of listener-testing repetition. "A-wim- 
MA-WAYYY", yelled endlessly. That's the real 
sound of the summer. 

Richard Fontenoy spent the beginning 
of the summer editing www. freq. org. uk, 
DJing for the Kosmische Club and radio show 
(www.kosmische.org) and twiddling knobs in 
Platform Five(5) 



Extra Golden 



Dingwalls, Lo 

Galloping drums and a cascading rainbow 
of three psychedelic rock guitars transport 
a dim, Camden nightspot to tropical island 
warmth. The flawless intermingling of 
Kenyan benga and American rock blissfully 
expresses cross-cultural songs of praise, 
love, and reverence. 



In spite of sound problems (a blown 
amp after the first song, for one), playful 
vocalist, Kimpaul Jagwasi, jerks and jumps 
between rounded, mid-range lyrics, while 
reknowned Kenyan singer Opiyo Bilongo's 
higher register zings in exacting harmony. 
Drummer Stephen Onyango tattoos each 
spine-tingling beat to the frenziedly 
twitchinq, mostlv liqht-skinned audience. 



But time flies - and even with the 
encore, London's left longing for more. 
Solange Deschatres 

My Bloody Valentine 

The Roundhouse, London 

The songs themselves are exciting enough 
- 1 get unexpected endorphin rushes from 
'Soon' and'Come In Alone'; but the Iast20 



minutes or so are what everyone will 
remember from tonight. 

I've heard deafening white noise at a 
gig before - but in a small room filled with 
l/l/Zre-reading types. In a vast, packed 
Roundhouse, it's something else. And sure, 
a few walk out, but the vast majority stare 
into the middle distance, mouths half- 
open, their eyes registering a mixture of 
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wave machines 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw and Anna-Marie 
Fitzgerald 

Sonar 2008 

Fira Gran Via, Barcelona 

With its thousands of people dressed up 
or stripped down, Blade Runner-esque 
sprawls of hot dogs stands outside the 
stadium and tunnels of white plastic for 
the elite and press-passed, Sonar By Night 
feels like a time-warp machine. Richie Hawtin 
and friends play in one room and Justice in 
the next. Frankie Knuckles and Diplo. Roisin 
Murphy and Villalobos. Such strange 
geographical and temporal juxtapositions. 

I guess that makes it pretty much like 
any festival -these huge, lairy amalgams 
of musics. But I stick mostly near the fairy 
lights in the Sonar Pub. Mary Anne Hobbs 
sets the mood. Shackleton is intense, drawn- 
out music accustomed to claustrophobic 
dance floors and ceilings; here it turns into 
some cabalistic tribal beach dance. Mala can 
make any crowd skank, and he does, Sgt 
Pokes firing the dread with his powerful 



There should be 
fireworks going 
off in the sky 



physique. Flying Lotus' set is mystical and 
aflame as ink-stain night fills the skyabove. 
I nick hot new Hudson Mohawke's last 
chewing gum as he mills around with Rustie, 
though they are not billed. Buraka Som 
Sistema are fun, very fun. Fun is hype, hype 
is blaring memes vacant of their meaning, and 
this music has been going on for decades. 
Theo Parrish turns that upside down and 
does his years' old music that is so fresh and 
full of soul the old effortlessly supercedes the 
new. Then Flylo is up there with him, grinning; 
we dance for hours and look up to see the hot 
new Glaswegians, three generations 
symbolically staged whilethe house 
effortlessly mutates into wonky rave, the light 
back in the sky. (MB) 

Kittin is high. Kittin is climbing across 
the decks on all fours, and there should be 
fireworks going off in the sky right now, 
she's so hot. The world's finest goth-techno- 
leopard-print-diva could probably play broken 
records (which, wonderfully, she's done at 
previous Sonars) and still have us eating from 
her paws. Favourites from right up to the 
recent Batbox are multiplied and mixed live 



into stadium-filling, acid house anthems with 
irresistibly accented lyrics. 

Last year Hamburg label Dial released 
(whisper it) This Bliss, the debut album by 
emo-minimal deity Pantha du Prince and 
some divine decision maker has put him in the 
sunrise-slot. His live set is all surface-sparse 
techno, teetering on the deep side of house. 
Whatever it's called, this is music to make you 
go limp. Each new sound ortempo shift in 
'Eisbaden' or 'Saturn Strobe' is an exploding 
star expanding across the galaxy. When 
'Florae' builds up and breaks into sitar-drone 
apocalypse, it levels this girl to a trembling 
wreck, crouching on the concrete floor. 

By which time the sun's up for non-stop DJ/ 
producer/legend Ricardo Villalobos. Since 
it's Sonar and since he's closing proceedings 
(for now) he appears to have undergone some 
kind of photosynthetic transformation in the 
Barcelona heat. This morning he's spinning 
what sounds like Balearic house and having a 
very non-serious-techno time of it. When the 
glittering curtain finally falls he's grinning, 
hands aloft behind the decks. We're already 
counting down the days to Sonar 2009. (AMF) 



awe and confusion. Are we travelling to 
space, or to the centre of the Earth? The 
noise is immense, filling not just my ears 

1 " ! "f workings, but my entire 
head, chest, legs, feet and arms. It changes 
constantly, indescribably. 

Earplugs were handed out at the 
entrance, but wearing them would feel like 
cheating on something vital and infinite. 
I walk home along Regent's Park, dizzy, 
shell-shocked, thrilled to be alive. 
Robin Wilks 



The Notwist 

The Button Fact 

The current LP, The Devil, You + Me nas 
slowly revealed itself as something of a 



wonder to us Notwist fans, initially 
disappointed by a seeming lack of 
progression. In Dublin tonight the full 
emotional gut kick of the new songs is 
unveiled as the band spectacularly glitch 
and grind through their set, putting any 
doubts to rest that they were content to 
meekly sidle into middle-age. 

They still amble on stage like 
geography teachers on summer vacation, 
and the geekery is hugely enhanced by 



than Wii-motes to conduct his astonishing 
assault of electronic scritches, but as ever 
the band shock with an intense live attack, 
amping up and expanding songs into 
extended metronomic work outs that leave 



you no option but to quit chin-stroking for 
the dance floor. 
The Corpo 

Wet Sounds 

London Fields Lido, H 

"Music sounds the same in water as it does 
in air but it's somehow a bit more present," 
says Joel Cahen, curator of Wet Sounds, 
an underwater music installation touring 
1 UK swimming pools this summer. "The 
reason is that you fee/the sound on your 
body. Part of the perception is through 
the bones." 

The music at the launch event of Wet 
Sounds - on a sunny Sunday afternoon - is 
more ambient than bone-shaking, though. 



Only occasionally does the ribcage rattle 
when hit by some menacing drone. 
Instead, bells, gongs and whistles are 
the order of the day. Only audible when 
my ears are fully submerged, high register 



clarity, merging with my own breath, 
splashes and heartbeat. Piano, too 
works well. 

As I swim amid happily flailing legs, 
through the sometimes murky water - 
illuminated now and then by shafts of 
magical sunlight-and past the occasional 
sinking leaf, I listen to a piano composition 
that sounds like the band's final refrain 
at the sinking of the Titanic. 
Stuart Aitken 
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"A FESTIVAL OF OTHERWORLDLY PERFECTION" - The Independent 
"BEAUTIFUL AND CAPTIVATING" The Guardian 



us: 



ic festival for 5,0 

END OF THE ROAD FESTIYAl 

12th - 14th September at the Larmer Tree Gardens, North Dorset, UK 
Mercury Rev • Calexico • Tindersticks • Dirty Three 
Conor Oberst and the Mystic Valley Band • Low 
Richard Hawley • Bon Iver • Kurt Wagner (Lambchop) 
British Sea Power • Two Gallants • Robyn Hitchcock 
Micah P Hinson • Sun Kil Moon (featuring Mark Kozelek) 
The Mountain Goats • American Music Club • Brakes 

Jeffrey Lewis • A Hawk and a Hacksaw • Kimya Dawson 

Jason Molina (Songs: Ohia) • Billy Childish • Dead Meadow 

Baby Dee • Akron/Family • Laura Marling • Kelley Stoltz • Bob Log III 

Peter & The Wolf • Angelo Spencer • Congregation • Bowerbirds • Devon Sproule 
Clare & the Reasons • Pyramids • Darren & Jack play Hefner songs • FM Belfast 
El Guincho • Liz Green • Zombie Zombie • The Accidental • Woodpigeon 
David Thomas Broughton • The Wave Pictures • Someone Still Loves You Boris Yeltsin 
Pete & The Pirates • Friska Viljor • The Acorn • Cate Le Bon • Noah & the Whale 
Absentee • Hush the Many • Sons of Noel & Adrian • Seabear • plus many more acts 

Also featuring Rough Trade Stall, Somerset Cider Bus, Organic Food, Real Ales, Cinema Tent, 

Comedy Stage, Tangerine Fields, Camping, Tipis, Yurts, Enchanted Forest, Late License, 

Kids area, Family Camping, Playground and many more activities 

£105 (weekend incl. camping) 

For tickets, full line up and info visit WWW.endoftheroadfestival.COni 

Tickets also available from TICKETMASTER 087 1 230 2605 (24 hours) /*\ PRSFoundatlon 
www.wegottickets.com & www.tixmob.com \ Jh 
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The Young Republic 



Sat 6 Sep 

Sun 7 Sep 

Mon 8 Sep 

Wed io Sep 

Thu n Sep 

Fri 12 Sep 

Sat 13 Sep 

Sun 14 Sep 

Tue 16 Sep 

Wed 17 Sep 

Thu 18 Sep 

Fri 19 Sep 



UK TOUR 2008 

LONDON THE LUMINARIE 
COLCHESTER ARTS CENTRE 
GLASGOW THE CAPTAINS REST 
DUBLIN TRIPOD* 
EDINBURGH QUEENS HALL* 
OXFORD ACADEMY* 
SHEFFIELD LEADMILL 
DORSET END OF THE ROAD FESTIVAL 
HULL THE LAMP 
YORK THE JUNCTION 
NEWCASTLE CUMBERLAND ARMS 
NOTTINGHAM THE BODEGA 

• supporting CALEXICO 
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SUMMER 2008 UK DATES 



Thursday 11th September 

Westgarth Social Club, Middlesbrough 
(tickets availbale from www.gigantic.com) 

Friday 12th September 

End Of The Road festival 

Saturday 13th September 

End Of The Road festival 

Wednesday 17th September 



www.woodpigeon-songbook.com www.endoftheroadrecords.com 



www.theyoungrepublic.net www.endoftheroadrecords.com 
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WILDBIRDS & 
JgE, PEACEDRUMS 



PLUS SPECIAL GUESTS 



SEPTEMBER 



2 NEWCASTLE ACADEMY 
0844 477 2000 

3 SHEFFIELD LEADMILL 

0870 010 4555 

4 LEEDS COCKPIT 
0113 244 3446 

7 COVENTRY KASBAH 
0844 576 5483 

9 NOTTINGHAM RESCUE ROOMS 

0871 310 0000 

10 BRISTOL THEKLA 
0871 310 0000 



12 BIRMINGHAM ACADEMY 2 
0844 477 2000 

13 MANCHESTER ACADEMY 2 

0161 832 1111 

14 PRESTON 53 DEGREES 
0177 289 3000 

16 BRIGHTON CONCORDE 
0127 3673 311 

17 CAMBRIDGE JUNCTION 
0122 3511 511 

18 LONDON ELECTRIC BALLROOM 
0844 576 5483 



SEPTEMBER 

8 MANCHESTER DEAF & DUMB INSTITUTE 

11 LEEDS DRDNDENELLS SOCIAL CLDD 

12 NOTTINGHAM RESCDE ROOMS 

13 DRIST0LCDDE 

15 LONDON H0XT0NDAR& KITCHEN 

16 DDIGHT0N PDINCE ALDEDT 
CREDIT CARDS TEL: 0844 576 5483 (24HRS1 
RUY ONLINE AT LIVENATION.CO.UK 

NEW ALBUM HEARTCORE OUT NOW! 

A LIVE NATION PRESENTATION IN ASSOCIATION WITH PITCH a SMITH 



08704445556 



00713100000 
00444772000 



00445705403 
01273000312 



CREDIT CARDS TEL: 0844 576 5483 (24HRS) / BUY ONLINE AT WWW.SEETICKETS.COM 

///// DEBUT ALBUM OUT NOW ///// 

WWW.MYSPACE.COM/CRYSTALCASTLES 



LrVU NATION, 3 JM, MFTHOPCH.I5 HUSC AND DF CONCERTS BY 

ARRANGEMENT WITH HELTER SKELTER AND SUPERV SIOK HANAG EMENT PRESENTS 

WHJTE 
LIES 

Pi US 

COILAPSIN&CITIES 

ANO SPECIAL GUESTS 

SEPTEMBER 

SUN 21 ST - CARDIFF CLUB IFOR BACH 0*71 220 0260 

MON 22 ND - MANCHESTER NIGHT & DAY 0161 832 Nil 

WED 24TH - WOLVERHAMPTON LITTLE CfVlC 0&70 3207000 

THUR25TH- NOTTINGHAM BODEGA AT THE SOCIAL 0S7C I0D00D 

FRI 26TH - SHEFFIELD LEADMILL 0870 010 4555 

SUN 2STH - BRISTOL THEKLA 

MON 29TH - BRIGHTON KOMEDIA 01273 M7IQ0 

OCTOBER 

WED I ST - NORWICH ARTS CENTRE 01603 660352 

THUR 2ND - NEWCpASTLE THE CLUNY 0l£l 230 4474 

FRI 3RD - GLASGOW KING TUTS WAH WAH HUT 0*444 999 990 

SAT 4TH - LEEDS FAVER5HAM 08/00 600 1 00 

MON 6TH - OXFORD ACADEMY 0844 4772000 

laSS&H - LONDON ICA 0207 930 3647 
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WHITE LIES -UNFUNtSHED BUSINESS' r (CHEtt CLUB) AV4ILAALE MOW 
liefiHI WWWJnYSFACe.COM/W1-irnLIE5 

NBWWffB^ 





The Maintain Goats 

Monday 15 September 

London ULU 

0844 576 5483 

Credit Cards Tel: 0844 847 1549 (24hrs) 
Buy online at LiveNation.co.uk 



New album Heretic Pride out now on 4AD 



lTve nRTion 



ticketmaster.co.uk 



TICKETS: 0844 576 5483 OR 



LivEnnTion.co.uK 
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ROCK SOUND 



PELICAN 
TORCHE ; 

UK TOUR 
SEPTEMBER 

12 BRIGHTON Engine Room 

1 3 SHEFFIELD Cwportilian 

1 4 GLASGOW Oron Mor 
t5&EU=ASTTkeUmdight 

l6DUKJNWndara 
1 7 BIKArtSNGH AM Medians far 

1 5 LONDON Uwfcr wof Id 
1 9 BRISTOL Cr oh 





- MEAN FIDDLER PRESENTS - 



MEAN FIDDLER PRESENTS 



WIRE 
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08-09-08 

LONDON SCALA 

020 7403 3331 

09-09-08 

LEEDS MET UNIVERSITY 

0113 245 5570 
10-09-08 

NOTTINGHAM RESCU 

08713 100 000 
11-09-08 

GLASGOW THE ARCHES 

0141 565 1000 
12-09-08 

MANCHESTER ACADEMY 3 

08713 100 000 - WWW.GIGANTIC.COM 



WWW.PINKFLAG.COM 



"THE GODFATHER OF THE ANTI-FOLK SCENE" 

LACH 

september 2008 

mon 08 Cambridge Portland Arms 

01223 511511 

tue 09 York City Screen Basement 

0871 704 2054 I picturehouses.co.uk 

wed io Glasgow King Tuts 

08444 999 990 

thu ii Nottingham Rescue Rooms 

08713 100 000 

fri 12 Manchester Roadhouse 

0161 832 1111 

sat 13 Bristol Louisiana 



I Lie Border line 

ORANGE YARD 

London wiQ/Ljy 



- HOW TO BUY TICKETS: TICKET HOTLINE: 0870 060 3777 (24 HOURS), OR BOOK ONLINE @ WWW.MEANFIDDLER.COM OR WWW.SEETICKETS.COM - 



field 

Day 

SA^JRDAY 9™ AUGUST VICTORIA PARK 

Foals / Richie Hawtin 
Simian Mobile Disco 

Les Savy Fav/Mystery Jets 
Benga dj set James Holden 
Fionn Regan /Of Montreal 

Alasdair Roberts /Brodinski 
Emperor Machine /The Field 
Helders (Arctic Monkeys) dj set 
Jeffrey Lewis /Laura Marling 
Modeselektor live /Dan Deacon 
Howling Bells The Notwist 

Gasper G & Skull Juice bloggers delight / Cormac, Peter Pixzel & Jacob Husley wet yourself 
Crispin Dior / Grookers / Disco Bloodbath djs / Eat Your Own Ears djs / Ef terklang 
El Guincho / Emma Pollock / Filthy Dukes / Hannah Holland & MC Ghickaboo 
Heartbreak / Huw Stephens / Ring Greosote / The Mae Shi / Magistrates / Tunng 
Matty & Oily white heat / Matt Walsh / Mikki Most & Ian Robinson trailer trash 
Noah and The Whale / One Little Plane / Pictish Trail / Primary 1 / Rob Da Bank 
Rory Phillips & The Lovely Jonjo durrr / Stopmakingme /White Lies /Wild Beasts 

TICKETS FROM TICKETWEB.CO.UK08444 771000 SEETICKETS.COM 0870 264 3333 TICKETLINE.CO.UK 08714244444 LASTMINLTTE.COM/SITE/ENTERTAINMENT/MUSIC/FESTIVALS GIGANTIC.COM 

AND IN PERSON FROM ROUGH TRADE EAST, DRAY WALK, 91 BRICK LANE LONDON E1 . 020 7392 7788 ROUGHTRADE.COM LINE UPSUBJECTTO CHANGE AND NOT IN ORDER OF APPEARANCE, SUBJECTTO LICENSE 

fielddayfestivals.com myspace.com/fielddaylondon conversemusic.co.uk 



<3£S HPT • ueeB > OM hohEj. ^ 35™.- " coNveRse® NHE mmimk jj^ 



loop festival 

Celebrating a Moebius strip of 
music, digital art and culture, 
in the company of New Young 
Pony Club, Holy Fuck, Caribou, 
These New Puritans and The 
Shoes, among others. 
www.loopbrighton.com 
Brighton Victoria Gardens (August 
16) 



field day 

Plan B\s official partners for this 
London all-dayer, back for a 
second year. With appearances 
by Jeffrey Lewis, Benga, Foals, 
Of Montreal, Les Savy Fav, 
Modeselektor and The Notwist 
- check www.f ielddayfestivals. 
com for more. 
London Victoria Park (August 9) 



tour stories: little wings 

Words: Lauren Strain 

What method of transport d'you favour on tour? What's been 
the best, and what's been the worst? 

"I have toured mostly in small cars which turn into people nests, 
and you lose things in the cracks in the seats and dry your socks out 
the window. It can get pretty loose out there." 

Are you able to paint or draw much while travelling? 

"I draw little imaginary people in athletic poses no matter where 
I am. I will gather images or new words or things from whatever 
breakfast place we might get to. Those may be scribbled onto a 
greasy placemat." 

What's the strangest place a tour has ever taken you? 

"Middle America gets pretty strange. I once slept in my sleeping 
bag in a kid's room in North Dakota and the floor was covered in 
newspapers. I was so beat and everyone in the house was awake and 
partying. I lay down and it felt like a little hamster den." 

Where's had the most unexpected similarities to where you 
come from? 

"Europe. The culture is olderthan American culture and more 
mature to me, and I get the feeling that more people per capita are 
capable of having a quality conversation. It's funny with travel; the 
grass is always greener. If you are only experiencing a place for a day 
and a night, it is easy to romanticise it." 

Where's the friendliest place you've ever been? 

"lam lucky if I get to return to a place with much regularity, but, 
when I do, it is nice to see familiar faces. The time spent in one place is 
so short on tour that you are usually meeting people at night, and 
saying goodbye in the morning." 

Where's been the most hostile? 

"Ta Iky bars feel hostile; however, they are just bars being bars." 

Please insert anecdotes from disastrous gigs here... 

"No gig has been so disastrous in an obvious way. More often 
they've involved internal feelings of 'I may never want to do this 
again'. That's the hardest sort of feeling - it's rare, but belongs in the 
existential crisis category. There can be a lot of waiting and navigating 
and working to the moments when you are actually playing, so, on 
hard days, if the show doesn't sit well, it can feel devastating. But that 
kind of thing is also what can make the next night so amazing." 

What's the weirdest crowd response you've ever had? 

"A crowd that's not really listening is probably the hardest one to 
play to, but it's not impossible. People who are heavily intoxicated like 
to heckle sometimes, but I always feel like they are into the show and 
simply saying out loud what they are thinking." 

What's the absolute worst debauchery you've seen the road 
reduce people to? 

"My own debauchery, probably- losing my patience, going crazy, 
not sleeping enough and having no control over my environment can 
reduce me to anger and mean-spiritedness. I'm just trying to get some 
space of my own and taking it out on others." 

What's the best thing about being away from home? 

"Waking up in new places can bring new, exciting feelings." 

What's the worst? 

"Waking up in new places can bring old, dreadful feelings." 

(Kyle Field) 



Slumber-voiced K Records folkie Little Wings plays a rare UKfestival date at Green 
Man, before a couple of shows with Secretly Canadian songsmith Damien Jurado. 
The Green Man Festival (August 1 5), Manchester Sacred Trinity Church 
(August 18), London Bush Hall (August 19) 



acid mothers temple and the 
cosmic inferno 

Kawaba Makoto's Japanese rabble is back 
to feeeeeeed your psych-prog lusts. With 
support from Shit And Shine. 
Glasgow Nice'n'Sleazys (August 8), 
Sheffield Dream Machine (9), 
Manchester Islington Hill (10), 
Nottingham Bodega Social Club (11), 
London Madame JoJo's (1 2) 

adem 

The bespectacled maestro of the Homefires 
festival promises his habitual array of 
coloured bells and weird bits of wood. 
Brighton Loop Festival, Victoria 
Gardens (August 16) 

akron/family 

Hippy hugs galore come courtesy of New 
York's ebullient, multi-instrumental troupe. 
London Luminaire (September 8), 
Nottingham Bodega Social Club (9), 
Bristol Fleece (1 1), Dorset End Of The 
Road Festival (12) 

all tomorrow's parties: the 
nightmare before Christmas 
2008 

ATP's now regular winter warmer returns 
with suitably macabre hosts in the form 
of Melvins and Mike Patton. Other 
entertainments include glacial grinders 
Isis, insectoid thrashers The Locust, and 
inimitable stand-up Neil Hamburger. 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp 
(December 5-7) 

american music club 

After recent solo appearances from frontman 
Mark Eitzel, American Music Club cross the 
Atlantic to perform as a whole. Expect 
cutting verbosity and myopic love. 
Belfast Empire (September 2), 
Manchester University (4), Glasgow 
Stereo (5), Newcastle Cluny (6), York 
Duchess of York (7), Bristol Thekla (9), 
Leicester The Musician (10), London 
Bush Hall (11), Dorset End Of The Road 
Festival (1 2), Exeter Pheonix (1 3), 
Cambridge The Graduate (1 5), 
Winchester Railway (1 6) 

antony and the Johnsons 

Prepare to shiver as Antony Hegarty's 
ghoulish vocals slice across the swooping 
scores of some orchestra or other (oh wait, 
that's. . .the London Symphony Orchestra). 
London Barbican (October 30-31) 

approximately infinite 
universe 

An eight-date tour supported by CMN, 
featuring innovative Finnish acts 
collaborating with American underground 
names. Islaja, KemiallisetYstavat, Es, and 
Tomuntonttu meet Fursaxa, Samara Lubelski, 
Axolotl, Skaters, and Blevin Blectum. 



Glasgow CCA (September 1 9), 
Aberdeen Lemon Tree (20), Sheffield 
Bar Academy (21), Birmingham Hare 
And Hounds (23), Newcastle 
Gateshead Sage (24), Manchester 
Contact Theatre (25), Bristol The Cube 
(26), London ICA (27) 

baby dee 

Speaking of Antony Hegarty, his ex-harpist 
Baby Dee will enchant to equal (if not 
further) lengths while showcasing tracks 
from her 2008 release, Safe Inside The Day. 
London Union Chapel (December 2) 

bon iver/bowerbirds 

Bon Iver's Justin Vernon escapes the 
Wisconsin wilderness (and the onset of cabin 
fever) to perform his acclaimed take on 
smoke-screened, modern gospel. 
London Shepherds Bush Empire 
(September 1 1), Bristol Trinity Hall 
(1 2), Dorset End Of The Road Festival 
(1 3), Manchester Academy 2 (1 5), 
Gateshead The Sage (16), Edinburgh 
Queens Hall (17) 

bearsuit 

Norwich cuteniks bring their songs about 
foxy boxers (and Ohio's blasphemous anti- 
Steven Spielberg anthem) to the capital. 
London Buffalo Bar (August 8), 
Norwich Arts Centre (1 2), London 
Proud Galleries (September 20), 
London Kings College (27) 

bestival 

Rob Da Bank's annual Isle Of Wight shindig 
celebrates its fifth anniversary with mates My 
Bloody Valentine, The Breeders, CSS,Aphex 
Twin, Gary Numan, Jamie Udell, Foals, Jeffrey 
Lewis and more. If you're that way inclined, 
at Bestival you can sleep in a VELVET TENT. 
Isle Of Wight Robin Hill Country Park 
(September 5-7) 

built to spill 

Doug Martsch's beard rock outfit comes to 
plaid us up. 

London Koko (Nov 4), Bristol Thekla 
(5), Oxford Zodiac (6), Leeds Brudenell 
Social Club (7), Glasgow KingTut's 
(8), Belfast Limelight (9), Dublin 
Academy (10) 

the breeders 

Kim'n'Kelley Deal's foursome serenade their 
hardcore dedicatees with fresh cuts from 
latest record Mountain Battles. 
London Shepherd's Bush Empire 
(September 3) 

camera obscura 

They're ready to be heartbroken; and maybe 
you are, too. 

Brighton Concorde 2 (August 8), Argyll 
Hydro Connect Festival (31), London 
229 (September 6) 
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calexico 

Named after a sleepy border town in 
California, Calexico bring their half 
muffled, nightly noises to the rainier 
regions of Blighty. Listen for sneaky 
peeks at new material from upcoming 
I? Carried To Dust. 
Dublin Tripod (September 10), 
Edinburgh Queens Hall (1 1 ), Oxford 
Academy (1 2), Sheffield Leadmill (1 3), 
Dorset End Of The Road Festival (14), 
London Forum (October 1 1) 

charalambides 

Open arms will welcome the avant hues 
and open minds of Kranky sorts Tom 
and Christina Carter (fresh from guesting 
on last year's Thurston Moore solo joint). 
London Cafe Oto (August 1 2) 

the chemical brothers 

Venerable big beat duo will play their 
biggest ever London headline show. 
They do not advocate illegal substances, 
or anything like that. Honest. 
Staffordshire V Festival (August 16), 
Chelmsford V Festival (1 7), London 
Olympia (30) 

wild billy childish and the 
musicians of the british empire 

Yeah, that's right — every single musician 

in the British Empire will be onstage. 
Despite the fact that Britain lost most of 
said Empire somewhere along the way, 
that's still a lot of people, folks. 
London Dirty Water Club (August 22) 

creamf ields 2008 

Dance festival, with performances from 
the Gossip, Simian Mobile Disco, Roots 
Manuva, Pendulum and the inevitable 
2ManyDJs. Wear aviators and some 
hi-visibility cycle shorts. 
Cheshire Daresbury (August 23-24) 

crystal castles 

Download yer hearts onto the dancefloor; 
it's time for the Toronto duo's exceptional 
brand of aloof noise-pop (made via 8-bits 
and microchips). 

Carling Weekend Leeds Festival 
(August 22), Carling Weekend 
Reading Festival (24), Jersey 
Live Festival (31), Newcastle 
Upon Tyne Academy (September 2), 
Sheffield Leadmill (3), Leeds 
Cockpit (4), Isle Of Wight Bestival 
(5), Coventry Kasbah (7), 
Nottingham Rescue Rooms (9), 
Bristol Thekla (10), Birmingham 
Academy 2 (1 2), Manchester 
Academy 2 (1 3), Preston 53 Degrees 
(14), Brighton Concorde (16), 
Cambridge Junction (1 7), London 
Electric Ballroom (18) 

destroyer 

Vancouver's Dan Bejar sails back to 

these shores. 

Manchester Roadhouse (November 

12) 

toumani diabate 

The Malian virtuoso and his trusty kora 
head a battalion of instrumentalists 
(also known as the London Symphony 
Orchestra) as part of the Autumn 
Contemporary Events series. 
London Barbican (October 29) 



mountain goats 

Sometime Plan B scribe John 
Darnielle brings his fine band 
the Mountain Goats to play 
some special shows in the UK. 
Dorset End Of The Road Festival 
(September 1 2) London ULU (1 5) 



the dodos 

But my mum told me they're extinct! They're 
extinct! THEY'RE EXTINCT! Oh wait. It's a 
band - and they're here for the first time. Aw. 
London 1 00 Club (August 1 2), Dundee 
Doghouse (September 2), Glasgow 
KingTut's (3), Newcastle The Cluny 
(4), York The Duchess (5), Leeds 
Faversham (6), Manchester Roadhouse 
(7), Sheffield Fusion (8), Birmingham 
Bar Academy (1 0), Bath Moles (11), 
Brighton Coalition (1 2), Oxford 
Academy 2 (13), Nottingham Bodega 
Social Club (14), Bristol Thekla (1 5), 
London ULU (16) 

efterklang 

After playing London's Field Day, the Danish 
natives will go back to their roots with a full 
performance of Parades backed by a great 
big enormous huge orchestra in a great big 
massive huge fancy hall in Denmark. 
London Field Day (August 9), 
Copenhagen Koncerthuset 
(September 26) 

electric elephant 

There is a corner of Croatia that is forever 
Mancunian as nightclub hosts Electric 
Chair introduces a new festival in the 
coastal village of Petrcane. Adem, King 
Creosote, Zed Bias and Idjut Boys are bill 
highlights, along with DJs from Horsemeat 
Disco and Lowlife. 
Croatia Petrcane (August 22-24) 

electric picnic 

Charge yourself up on the manly power 
of Grinderman, the hot hot heat of Antibalas 
and the lyrical wiliness of Wilco. It's sold out, 
but maybe you could TUNNEL IN. 
County Laois Stradbally Hall (August 
29-31) 

end of the road 

Let's all herald a return to the leafy copses 
and verdant meadows of Wiltshire with a 
big bowl of strawberries and a glass of 
champers, eh? This, the third instalment 
of the UK's 'best new festival' (as judged 
by the UK Festival Awards 2006), sees 
Mercury Rev, Two Gallants, Micah P Hinson, 
Mountain Goats, SunKilMoon and A 
Hawk And A Hacksaw guest. Watch out 
for the peacocks. 
Dosert LarmerTree Gardens 
(September 12-14) 

the faint 

Nebraskan electro-pop giants' return to the 
UK. Expect salacious stompers like 'Worked 
Up So Sexual', along with some serious 
pelvic gyrations. 

Bristol Thekla (August 27), Manchester 
Ruby Lounge (28), London Cargo (29) 

faust/shit and shine 

FEARTHE KRAUT POWER OF FAUST. FEAR 

THE FOUR DRUMMERS OF SHIT AND SHINE. 

FEARTHEMHERE. 

London Cargo (September 2) 




now booking: mercury rev 

Words: Stevie Chick 

You're about to play the End Of The Road Festival, you're 
preparing for an Autumn tour of Europe, there's two new 
albums awaiting release.. .So, Grasshopper: been up to much? 

"Haha, yeah! It's been a really creative time... We've also been 
tinkering with electronics and getting into that whole world; 
screwing with computers, pumping my guitar through a synthesiser, 
flipping through all these different oscillators and analogue filters... 
screwing around till five in the morning with a bottle of wine..." 

What's the highest and lowest you've been on the road? 

"The highest is doing the show, really. The lowest? You can be with 
your bandmates and your whole crew and still feel as lonely as hell, 
completely devastatingly lonely. When you're young and you have 
that romantic vision of playing, you don't think about the hardship 
of missing your home or your friends. And then it hits you. 

"Things gets really crazy about three weeks into a tour, everything 
gets weird and psychedelic and surreal. If you can make it through 
those weird few days, then you break into the next stage, which is an 
acceptance of this transitory, transient lifestyle." 

Do you find a way to deal with it? 

"I'm a big fan of William Burroughs. He always equated travel with 
mind-expansion. Like drugs, like writing and making music, travel 
breaks the film of your reality. That always helps me, to get into the 
cultures, the food, the wine, to go to museums." 

Is it hard to acclimatise when you come off the road? 

"Yeah. It can be weird, trying to get used to civilian life again. 
While it's lonely on the road, at least your schedule is set out for you... 
It's almost like being in the military, there's something very structured 
about it. So when you're at home, you don't know what to do with 
your day, which itself becomes oppressive [laughs]." 

You've toured the world a number of times now. Do things 
change more than they stay the same? 

"It strikes you how nothing is permanent, everything's changing. 
Even this morning, I was walking around Shepherd's Bush, and this 
restaurant I ate in two years ago is now gone, and has been converted 
into a dry cleaner's. But then, we were just in Milan, and we ended up 
somewhere we hadn't visited for four years, The Atomic Bar [laughs]. 
These places are like a time warp; they're the same as you left 'em four 
years ago, and when you come back, you even order the same drink!" 

What did you order? 

"Amojito! It was superb..." 

(Grasshopper) 

Mercury Rev headline the End Of The Road Festival, before swooping back across the 
country on their lonesome. 

Kilkenny Arts Festival (August 12), Argyll Hydro Connect Festival (August 29), 
Dorset End Of The Road Festival (September 1 3), Cork Cyprus Avenue (October 
31), Galway Roisin Dubh (November 1), Dublin Vicar St (2), Belfast Mandela 
Hall (4), Manchester Academy (5), Leeds Academy (6), Birmingham Academy 
(7), Newcastle Academy (9), Brighton Corn Exchange (1 1 ), Bristol Academy 
(1 2), London Shepherds Bush Empire (1 3), Oxford Academy (14) 
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fresh meat: the coast 

Words: Stevie Chick 

In the first in our new regular series spotlighting artists making their 
maiden trips to the U K, we get to meet The Coast. An effervescently 
melodic quartet with a thing for scratchy guitars and lusher 
harmonies, they hail from Toronto, Canada, and are celebrating the 
release of their debut album Expatriate with a short jaunt across the 
Atlantic, to indie-rock our socks off. 

Tell us a story about the furthest place you've yet toured. 

"Well technically, the furthest place we've been is probably Los 
Angeles, but culturally I would have to say itwasBathurst, New 
Brunswick. It's this very small town in the Maritime provinces of 
Canada, when we went we played to the dinner crowd at the only bar 
in town. The hotel we stayed at was huge and deserted, like the hotel 
out of The Shining or something. Afterwards we ended up at this 
girl's apartment; she was doing methamphetamine and burning 
sweet grass. It was quite the thrill to get out of town the next day." 

How do you while away a long journey? 

"We have lots of gadgets I ike laptops and iPods to watch movies 
on, and we do a bit of reading and trying to make each other laugh. 
Beer has a way of blurring the passage of time too. Right now we're 
trying to hone our billiard skills. The other guys keep beating me." 

How many foreign languages can you speak, and if none 
how far are you willing to fake it? 

"Our drummer can kind of speak Italian, but not really. We all took 
French in high school, but French Canadians can spot a faker a mile 
away. Best not to try your luck with them really, stick to English." 

(Ben Spurr) 

Edinburgh Sneaky Petes (October 1 3), Manchester Ruby Lounge (14), London 
Old Blue Last (1 5), London Lock Tavern (1 6), Southsea Fat Fox (1 7), London BE 
Proud (18) 



fellow travellers: also making their uk debut 

ponytail 

Baltimorean noiseniks who play rock'n'roll with the same chaotic 

verve as a sugar-crazed three-year-old yelling nursery rhymes while 

splattering their bedroom with poster paints. 

London Bardens Boudoir (September 4), Nottingham Liars Club (5), Brighton 

The Albert (6), Manchester Satan's Hollow (8), Liverpool Korova (9), Dublin 

Whelans (1 0), Galway Roisin Dubh (1 1 ), London Astoria (20), London The End 

(22) 

mahjongg 

Chicago-sourced punk-funk anarchists with a fetish for ancient board 
games and serrated groove, promoting the dark pleasures of their 
second, K-released album Kontpab. 

Dublin Upstairs At Whelan's (October 17), Cardiff Clwb Ifor Bach (22), London 
Bardens Boudoir (23), Brighton Freebutt (24) 



falls festival 

Oi ! Jaded UK festival goer; listen up. Let us 
direct you towards a rainforest on the edge 
of Cape Otway, Victoria, where you'll see. . . 
stuff that'll be announced on August 13! 
Australia Victoria Otway/Marion 
Bay, Tasmania (December 29 -January 
109) 



John foxx 

Foxx- of Ultravox- continues his 
prolific solo career with a couple of 
exclusive dates. Check out his recent 
book, The Quiet Man, to further 
educate yerself. 

London Cargo (October 1 6), Leeds 
Town Hall (November 7) 



ben folds 

Whimsical piano smarts. 

London Shepherds Bush Empire 

(November 30) 

fucked up 

Their names are 1 0,000 Marbles, Pink Eyes, 
Mustard Gas, Concentration Camp and 
Guinea Beat.Their music is LOUD and 
HARDCORE and PUNK.There will be SWEAT 
and there might be BLOOD. 
Belfast Limelight (August 20), Dublin 
Whelans (21), Carling Weekend 
Reading Festival (23), Carling Weekend 
Leeds Festival (24), Bradford 1 1n 12 
Club (25) 

future of the left 

Wales' feline-friendly rockers bludgeon you 
with tunes at the following dates. 
Bristol Louisiana (August 11), Cardiff 
Clwb Ifor Bach (1 2), Glasgow Captains 
Rest (1 5), Newcastle Head of Steam 
(1 6), Tunbridge Wells Forum (1 9), 
London The Water Rats (20), Carling 
Weekend Reading Festival (22), 
Carling Weekend Leeds Festival (23) 

the go! team 

Brighton's ecstatic fluoro-troupe return 
for some well-timed festival action. Dig out 
grass skirts (and wellies, I suppose). 
Cornwall Surfstock Festival (August 
30), Jersey Live Festival (3 1 ) 

gogol bordello 

Everyone grow a handlebar moustache 
and start wearing purple in readiness for 
Eugene Hutz and his gypsy gang. Expect 
a lot of bang-crash-wallops, circus noises 
and fiery fiddles. 

London Get Loaded In The Park 
(August 24), Brighton Beachdown 
Festival (25) 

the gutter twins 

Reformed grunge reprobates Greg Dulli and 
Mark Lanegan draw poignancy and power 
from their latest Sub Pop rekkid, Saturnalia. 
Oxford Zodiac (Aug 11), Nottingham 
Rescue Rooms (1 2), Shepherds Bush 
Empire (13), Brighton Komedia (26), 
Sheffield Leadmill (27), Stradbelly 
Electric Picnic (29), Liverpool Academy 
(30), Argyll Hydro Connect Festival (31) 

richard hawley 

Sheffield crooner takes Lady's Bridge to the 
big stage and woos the ladies. 
V Festival Chelmsford (August 16), V 
Festival Stafford (17) 

kieran hebden and steve reid 

In which jazz drummer Reid (who's recorded 
with Fela Kuti, Sun Ra and Miles Davis) joins 
Mr FourTet to form a hammerhead of WOW. 
Throw yer hands up in despair in the face of 
such musical virtuosity (but enjoy doing so). 
London Dingwalls (November 20) 

hauschka 

German pianist Volker Bertelmann arrives to 
fill these hallowed arches with his modernist 
cadences. With support from fellow soloist 
Dustin O'Halloran. 
London Union Chapel (September 7) 

hercules and love affair 

As the harmonies clash and the rhythms 
tense, let yer eyes meet those of others via 



electric currents (and let DFA's Andy Butler 
conduct yer bloodstream for the night). 
Cheshire Creamfields (August 24), 
London Koko (September 4), Isle Of 
Wight Bestival (6) 

hidden cameras 

From go-go dancers to suggestive blindfolds, 
full body nudity and prejudice-surmounting 
lyrics, these ones ain't no shrinking violets. 
Their Manchester show marks the end of the 
'Anti-Pride' celebrations. 
Brighton Westhill Community Hall 
(August 22), London St. Leonard's 
Church (23), Manchester Ruby 
Lounge (24) 

hot chip 

Named afzter that most hungered-for of 
festival snacks, the London quintet take their 
slanted-and-enchanted electro to the wide- 
open fields and then back indoors before the 
inevitable downpours. 
Stafford V Festival (August 16), 
Chelmsford V Festival (1 7), Isle Of 
Wight Bestival (September 5-7), 
Southampton Guildhall (October 23), 
Cardiff University (24), Liverpool 
Academy (25), Leeds Academy (26), 
Sheffield Academy (28), Birmingham, 
Academy (29), Cambridge Corn 
Exchange (30), Manchester Apollo 
(November 1), Glasgow Academy (2), 
Leicester University (3), Brighton 
Dome (5), London Brixton Academy 
(6-7) 

hydro connect 2008 

Separate the wheat from the chaff at this 

Scottish festival in order to marvel at the likes 

of Santogold, the Black Lips, DJ James 

Holden and Plan B's recent cover star 

eccentrics, Sparks. 

www.connectmusicfestival.com 

Argyll Inveraray Castle (August 29-31 ) 

bertjansch 

Pentangle founder beloved of Nick Drake, 
Neil Young and all those biggies returns to 
the stage to prove he's as calmly brilliant as 
ever (and a million times wiser than you). 
London Roundhouse (August 30) 

calvin Johnson 

Wither beneath the commanding gaze of 
K Records' founding force at these 
fantastically intimate, piddly little venues. 
Bristol The Cube (August 4), 
Northampton The Fishmarket (5), 
Sheffield Cafe Euro (6), Glasgow 
Lansdowne Church Hall (9) 

mark kozelek/sun kil moon 

Red House Painters' main man returns with 
his gentle odes to boxers, apparently (debut 
LP Ghosts Of The Great #/g/7 i/i/ay featured 
songs based on the lives of Salvador Sanchez 
and Sun-Kil Moon). New record April 
features indie-folk heavyweights Will 
Oldham and Ben Gibbard. 
Brighton Concorde 2 (September 10), 
Manchester Roadhouse (11), 
Birmingham Barfly (1 2), Dorset End of 
the Road Festival (1 3), Glasgow Stereo 
(15), Nottingham Rescue Rooms (16), 
London Scala (1 7), Bristol Thekla (1 8) 

jamie Udell 

Everyone's favourite smoothie pads back 
into the spotlight to languorously work his 
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way through latest record, Jim. FYI, he's 
supporting Elton John in December. Mad! 
Isle Of Wight Bestival (September 5), 
London Shepherds Bush Empire 
(December 14) 

Stephen malkmus and the jicks 

He's got a PhD in college rock, and he's back 
with his associate Jicks to soundtrack the 
embers of your summer. 
Brighton Komedia (August 24), Bristol 
Thekla (25), Birmingham Glee Club 
(26), Nottingham Rescue Rooms (27), 
Leeds City Varieties (28) 

meshuggah 

Riffs riffs metal metal riffs metal riffs. Yeah! 
Brighton Concorde 2 (September 4), 
London Astoria 2 (5), Newcastle 
Carling Academy (6), Glasgow The 
Garage (8), Manchester University 
Union (9), Sheffield Corporation (10), 
Birmingham Carling Academy 2 (11), 
Bristol Academy (1 2), Nottingham 
Rock City (1 3), Argyll Hydro Connect 
Festival (29) 

metronomy 

Synchronise your dance moves with these 
sax-touting indie-electro youngsters who 
are, strictly, robots. 
London Get Loaded In The Park 
(August 24), London Offset Festival 
(31 ), Isle Of Wight Bestival (Sept 5), 
London Shoreditch Airwave 
Festival (18) 

mgmt 

You can't beat 'em, so you may as well join 
'em. Rehearse the lyrics of 'TimeTo Pretend' 
and adopt an appropriately jaded, young- 
professional outlook for the eve. 
Carling Weekend Reading Festival (22), 
Carling Weekend Leeds Festival (23), 
Leeds Academy (November 5), 
Nottingham Rock City (6) Bristol 
Academy (7) Glasgow Barrowlands (9), 
Birmingham Academy (1 0), 
Manchester Academy (11), London 
Forum (27), London Shepherds Bush 
Empire (28) 

juana molina 

Argentinian songstress presents new album 

UnDia. 

London Regent's Park (August 31) 

nina nastasia 

Albini-favoured FatCat singer-songwriter 
broods wonderfully. 

Leeds Brudenell Social Club (August 4), 
Summer Sundae Weekender (8), 
London Roundhouse (13), Green Man 
Festival (15-1 7) 

no age 

Don your Randy Randall/Dean Spunt style 
specs (don't look at me like that, I've seen 
you in them) and rock out -stylishly -to Los 
Angeles' favourite offspring. 
London Scala (August 11), Liverpool 
Static Gallery (13) 

gary numan 

The Vince Noir-endorsed Godfather of electro 
goth tours his new album Jagged Edge. 
The Magic Loungeabout (August 30), 
Manchester Academy (September 5), 
Isle Of Wight Bestival (6), London 
Indigo 2 (7) 



conor oberst and the mystic 
valley band 

Bright Eyes' prodigious sprog brings the 
more mature, trad-country sound of his 
new band (and record) to these shores 
for the first time. He may well be in a suit. 
With a posh piano. 

Birmingham Carling Academy (August 
23), Portsmouth Wedgewood Rooms 
(26), London Electric Ballroom (27), 
Manchester Academy (28) 

okkervil river 

Texan clatter merchants bring their circus 
of tour stories back to the country that 
LOVESTHEM SO (this is theirthird UKtour 
in around twice as many months) hot on the 
heels of upcoming LP The Stand Ins. 
Norwich Waterfront (November 5), 
Manchester Academy 3 (6), Dublin 
Academy (7), Glasgow Oran Mor (9), 
Wolverhampton Wulf run Hall (10), 
London Shepherds Bush Empire (11), 
Brighton Concorde 2 (12) 

of montreal 

Polyvinyl's indie-pop masquerade ball hits 
Koko's appropriately theatrical stage with 
(no doubt) mimes, props and heartfelt 
trauma courtesy of ringleader Kevin Barnes. 
Leicester De Montfort Hall And 
Gardens (August 8-10), London Koko 
(October 16) 

one love festival 

Celebrating the 30th anniversary of Bob 
Marley's 1978 One Love concert are Trevor 
Sax, Musclehead, Mikey Boops, Smith And 
Mighty, Iration Steppas,Vibronics, Robert 
Miles, Nick Holloway and Darren Vibes. 
Herstmonceux East Sussex (August 
15-17) 

one little plane 

Dreamy goodness from Kieran Hebden's 
progeny (she's signed to hisText label, see). 
London Field Day (August 9), Green 
Man Festival (15) 

the presets 

YAY! Enormous tunes with all sorts of 
dangerously perverted and pornographic 
undercurrents from the Oz duo. 
Bloom Festival (August 8), Creamfields 
(23), London Get Loaded In The Park 
(24), Electric Picnic (29), Isle Of Wight 
Bestival (September 6) 

rem 

Stipe and co tour new album Accelerate. 
Manchester, Lancashire Country 
Cricket Club (August 24), Cardiff 
Millennium Stadium (25), 
Southampton Rosebowl (27), 
Twickenham Stadium (30) 

roots manuva 

PlanBzow\ star slimes you at the 
following venues. 

Gateshead The Sage (October 7), 
Edinburgh Liquid Room (8) Glasgow 
Arches (9) Manchester Warehouse (11) 
Nottingham Rock City (1 2) Coventry 
Casbar (1 3) Preston Club53 (1 5) 
Sheffield Plug (16) Birmingham 
Academy 2 (1 7) London Shepherds 
Bush Empire (18) Brighton Concorde 
(21 ) Cambridge Junction (22) Bristol 
Anson Rooms (23) Exeter Lemon Grove 
(24) Plymouth University (25) 



the Jeffrey lewis band 

New Yoik's cherished storyteller, comic-writer and all-round loveable 
nerd Lewis is hungry for more UK action. The Wave Pictures support. 
Belfast Black Box (August 6), Port Talbot Tapestry Goes West Festival (8), 
London Field Day Festival (8), Leicester Summer Sundae Weekender (1 0), 
Carling Weekend Reading Festival (22), Carling Weekend Leeds Festival (24), 
Isle Of Wight Bestival (September 6), Brighton Concorde 2 (September 8), 
Cardiff Clwb Ifor Bach (1 0), Sheffield Plug (1 3), Salisbury End of The Road 
Festival (1 4), Manchester Club Academy (1 5), Leeds Brudenell Social Club (1 6), 
Bristol Thekla (1 7), London Scala (1 8) 



santogold 

All those who denounce 'LES Artistes' as not 
being the single of the year thus far, step up. 
You are WRONG. 

Carling Weekend Reading Festival 
(August 23), Carling Weekend Leeds 
Festival (24), London Koko (September 
3), Isle Of Wight Bestival (5) 

seasick steve 

Shiver yer timbers with the Salty Dog dude as 
he mans the stage everyone wants to play. 
London Royal Albert Hall (October 1) 

Sebastian tellier 

A round of applause, please, for Monsieur 
Tellier's 47 points at Eurovision. 
Isle Of Wight Bestival (September 7), 
London Shepherds Bush Empire 
(October 2) 

sigur ros 

As if you didn't already have enough reasons 
to up sticks and move to Iceland, Sigur Ros 
return to TAUNT YOU. 
London Alexandra Palace 
(November 20) 

sing ye from the hillside! 

Who else to stage an olde-worlde festival in 
a miniscule Yorkshire Dales pub run by duck- 
herders than British Sea Power?TheTan Hill 
Inn boasts its own in-house quack-quacks, 
and is the highest situated pub in the UK. 
SwaledaleTheTan Hill Inn (August 29- 
31) 

summer sundae weekender 

Sadly, you don't get a free knickerbocker 
glory. You do, however, get Benga, Noah 
AndThe Whale, Simian Mobile Disco, Fuck 
Buttons and Lykke Li. 
Leicester De Montfort Hall And 
Gardens (August 8-10) 

sunburned hand of the man 

Touring their groovesome, FourTet-produced 
Fire Escape album - though they may have 
released another album or three by the time 
you read this. 

Bristol Seymour's Family Club (August 
1 7), Green Man Festival (1 8-20), Dublin 
Conway's Pub (22), Newcastle 
Cumberland Arms (24), Cambridge 
Palimpest Festival (26), London Corsica 
Studios (27) 

swn 2008 

The second outing of Radio 1 DJ Huw 
Stephens' new festival, which spans sixteen 
venues from poky coffee shops to the 500- 
capacity noisebox Clwb Ifor Bach. 
Cardiff venues (November 14-16) 

those dancing days 

Stockholm indie poppets drop tantalising 
hints of their forthcoming album, 
due October. 



London Underage Festival (August 
8), Leicester Summer Sundae 
Weekender (10) 

tricky 

Trip-hop alchemist plays first UK date in over 

five years. 

London Barbican (October 6) 

underage festival 

Elephant And Castle's kids-only event steps 
out of the gloom for outdoors all-dayer. 
Operator Please, Gallows, XXTeens, Foals, 
Wild Beasts, Bonde do Role, and many more. 
London Victoria Park (August 8) 

wildbirds and peacedrums 

Bewitching Swedish duo play primal blues 
and ecstatic soul music. 
Green Man Festival (August 17), 
Manchester Deaf And Dumb Institute 
(September 8), Belfast Pavilion (9), 
Dublin Crawdaddy (1 0), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (11), Nottingham 
Rescue Rooms (1 2), Bristol Cube (1 3), 
Dorset End Of The Road Festival (14), 
London Hoxton Bar And Kitchen (15), 
Brighton Prince Albert (1 6) 

the war on drugs 

DRUGS ARE BAD, advise Secretly Canadian's 
latest sprites (while subtly promoting debut 
LP, Wagonwheel Blues). 
London The Old Blue Last (August 11), 
London Dublin Castle (1 2), Farnham 
The William Cobbett (13), Green Man 
Festival (15), Yeovil Orange Box (16), 
Dublin Crawdaddy (1 7), Bristol Thekla 
(18), London Windmill (20) 

yacht 

Jona Bechtolt brings previously unseen 
moves to the table (and floor, chairs, stage, 
sometimes ceiling). Do not attempt at home. 
Leeds The Faversham (August 23), 
Creamfields Festival (24), Sheffield 
Bungalows and Bears (26), Brighton 
Barfly (27), London ICA (28), 
Manchester Ruby's (29), County Laois 
Electric Picnic Festival (31), Clwb Ifor 
Bach (Sept 2), Bristol StartThe Bus (4), 
Bestival (5), Southend Chinnerys (6) 

james yorkston 

Fatherly gent Yorkston dons the guise of a 
whiskey-weary sage in support of new LP, 
When The Haar Rolls In. 
London Roundhouse (August 19) 

zxzw 

A week of gigs, visual arts, dance, theatre 
and movies across the city of Tilburg in the 
Netherlands. Acts includeWatain, Pulling 
Teeth, Pisstank, Z'ev, ComputerTruck, 
Ladyscraper, Munch Munch, Starving 
Weirdos, Hey Colossus, DJ Floorclearer, Chris 
MossAcid,andTalibam! www.zxzw.nl 
Tilburg venues (September 14-21) 
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perfect takes time 



Words: Frances Morgan 
Illustration: Patrick Gildersleeves 



Plush 

Fed (Broken Horse) 

my creation has drowned me 

Fed has a false beginning. A sole electric guitar riffs 
absently through a melancholy blues progression; 
heads upwards; pauses; then, boom. Full band. 
Full colour. Tracking shot of a lonely figure walking 
through morning streets that are-suddenly-filled 
with light, movement and crowds; a sunburst of 
horns, strings and percussion, and all the world's 
a film, each step's a swagger. 

somebody told me i was great - was it 
my mother? 

Fed had a false start. Intended as the second album 
by Plush, aka Liam Hayes, the Chicago songwriter 
whose 1 998 release More You Becomes You was 
a pared-down re-imagining of the deceptively 
accessible songcraft of Harry Nilsson and Jimmy 
Webb, Fee/fermented and expanded under its 
creator's increasingly elaborate designs. Hayes 
had a vision for his album that would broach no 
compromises - echoing, perhaps, the obsessive 
creative excesses of his Sixties and Seventies 
reference points as much as their melodic dexterity - 
and the project faltered through budgetary 



ends, journeys and questions ("What's it gonna 
be...?"). Yet the over-illustrative flourishes, heard 
here in full over Fed's 1 4 tracks, take on a 
hallucinatory quality, shimmering like half-heard, 
lysergically-recalled funk from a sun-smeared radio. 

do do do-do-do do. ..dan dah-dah-dah dah 

Fed is not a great lyrics album, but you only notice if 
you stop to pull the lyrics apart. They seem often to 
be about the process of creation itself, with all its 
insecurities, disappointments and flashes of self- 
belief. When another enters the frame, Hayes' 
words focus and darken: "Open the door and see 
that face that makes you live alone, I hope you come 
through, " he sings on 'Born Together'. Mostly, 
though, I think of The Beach Boys in 1973, doing 
'Sail On Sailor': a chugging, soulful, persevering 
song whose lyrics are superfluous, whose sadness 
is palpable, whose overall affect just kills me. 

you felt what you felt, you read what 
you read 

Fed is a lost classic, because it got lost. Not so much 
because it's a classic: fuck classics. Classic records 
deal in absolutes, but you can know Fed off by 
heart and still sometimes forget which song is 



By its conclusion. Fed becomes 
a mirage-like procession of vague 
hooks, loping riffs, little licks, 
big vistas 



constraints, to be released exclusively on Japanese 
label After Hours in 2002. Drag City, in 2004, 
released Underfed, a stripped-back, no-horns 
version of the album that is spare and rueful, 
pragmatic as Fed is rococo and ornately melancholy. 
Fed's first widely available release - six years after it 
should've been on every radio - is cause for 
celebration, and slight trepidation. It's not easy 
listening, even if it sounds like it. 

woke up today, said who's gonna be 
my keeper? 

Fed is a solo record, and not a solo record. It's a solo 
record the way a Judee Sill record is a solo record: 
both are almost monomaniacal in their vocabularies, 
but somehow they've persuaded heaven's choirs (or 
Earth Wind And Fire's horn arranger) into the studio 
with them; populated reel-to-reel tape with an 
entire idiosyncratic universe. In that context, 
what does 'solo' mean? An 'honest' acoustic set, 
or an intricate baroque vision; the sound of a mind 
jumping ahead of itself, unable to hold back from 
adding that extra shading, that final overdub? 
On 'Greyhound Bus Station', horns punctuate every 
bar, mariachi flourishes marking points that don't 
need to be marked in a song that's about loose 



which. By its conclusion, the album becomes a 
mirage-like procession of vague hooks, loping riffs, 
little licks, big vistas. 'Having It AH' forms an 
instrumental coda to 'What'll We Do', then 
reappears as the album's outro: you're suddenly 
aware of Fed as whole work, song cycle. But the 
focus is diverted, multiplied; and the music scatters, 
runs glittering through yourfingers. 

Last night I listened to Sixties blue-eyed soul 
singer/songwriter Evie Sands and Plush, back to 
back. As a performer, Sands remained somewhat 
on the margins too, the way I think Hayes always 
will, and her treacly, indefinably psychedelic music 
has the same slightly awry quality, perhaps as a 
result. The space-time continuum will never refract 
for them to get it together, but if it did, perhaps 
they'd ride around Chicago on bicycles; write 
bruised pop songs on piano and guitar. At the heart 
of that whimsical what-if was something I couldn't 
quite get to, a real-er thought, a notion about lost- 
ness and classicism, and the sadness of falling for 
both those ideas. 

I was a bit drunk, so I soon forgot about it, and 
sang along under my breath: "They say, isn't that 
the way that it feels, isn 't that the way that it feels, 
isn 't that- the way that it feels? " 
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Lauren Strain talks 
to Conor Oberst 



The record has a very laid-back, 
contented feel to it. Was doing 
everything with a sense of 
simplicity something you set out 
to achieve? 

"A lot of what I do ends up being a 
reaction to what I've done before, and 
we spent a year making Cassadaga. I'm 
happy with it, but I can't say it was the 
most enjoyable experience; so I wanted 
this to be loose, casual and made with 
a small group of people. If we ever got 
sick of it, we'd just hang out. It's cool to 
challenge yourself and do something 
grand and complex, but there are times 
when you just wanna have some fun." 
With such a huge back catalogue, 
is revisiting a lot of your older 
material something you find 
difficult? 

" For the most part, [the older songs] 
feel strange. There aren't many I'm still 
willing to play. I don't know why that is, 
exactly. Sometimes they're just so much 
about a time and a place and a feeling 
that, once those things are gone, it's 
hard to get back to them." 



the cheese stands alone 

Words: Lauren Strain 
Illustration: Hanna Wieslander 

Conor Oberst 

Conor Oberst (Wichita) 

I was someone who, in her teens, listened to Oberst's Bright 
Eyes daily. And nightly. Back then, my peers mocked the 
'emo' appeal -whatever- of records like Fevers And Mirrors, 
and still do, sometimes. Why? 'Cause Oberst sang words 
that dared to amount to more than simple rhymes, and 
elaborate phrases that sounded like he'd spent hours 
labouring over each syllable? A lot of my friends went to 
town on Bright Eyes, classing Oberst's detailed, stenciled 
music as something to be sniggered at - because it was 
willfully ambitious, and because it stank of a writer too 
prodigious (in their opinion) for his own good. 

They panned his verbosity as forcefully oblique, his 
scarecrow voice as contrived, his sentiments too "poor me". 
But they weren't listening. Sure, Bright Eyes -Oberst, Mike 
Mogis, Nate Walcott, Michael Vickers, and others - did have 
something about them that seemed to particularly resonate 
with turbulent adolescents. Yes, sometimes their songs were 
ornate, relentless, and difficult. But then, often, the music 
that affects you most is the stuff that worked its magic when 
you were 1 7. So what if a lot of Bright Eyes fans were/are 
teenagers looking for some lyricist whose fluted, latticed 
words they could obsess over? The problem with this trend 
of mocking anything explicitly wordy or 'emotional' (what 
isn't?) is that it forgets there's a need for that kind of stuff 
in the first place. People neglect to remember that they, too, 
were once stumbling, all doe-like and opaque, through 
chemicals and social expectations they could neither 
understand nor command. There's no need to scorn the 
sound of maladjustment. 

Anyway. Oberst- unwittingly, probably -has been very 
clever with this new record. Musically, he sounds - alongside 
his Mystic Valley Band - a million times more comfortable 
within his own skin than he has for the last 1 years. This is 
partly due to the fact Conor Oberst was recorded entirely on 
analogue equipment, and because it was mostly bashed out 
live beneath Mexico skies. How Bright Eyes' detractors would 
rejoice; finally, Oberst delivers a happy knees-up; a 
wholesome bar-room yomp, full of jitterbugs ('NYC - Gone, 
Gone') and jazz piano ('I Don't Wanna Die In The Hospital')! 
This is so... manageable. So... settled. So... adult. 

But. But. How wrong they'll be (and are) in thinking this. 
Because while Oberst directs his troupe to play like a 
contented house band, and while the arrangements are 
loosely, delightfully conventional, and while his pace is all 
bluesy and blousy with ivory-tinkling and ol' time pickin', 
his verbal ingenuity remains. It takes just one image-laden 
verse to remember he cuts deeper than your average 
rock'n'roller- like, "Watch the migrant smoke in the old 
orange grove and the red rocket blaze over Cape Canaveral/ 
While the mountainsides were shining wild colours of my 
destiny/I watched your face age backwards, changing 
shape in my memory" ('Cape Canaveral'). Let's say, then, 
that Conor Oberst is a document of a man growing up in 
tandem with his devotees; not his naysayers. And that is 
beyond comforting. 



Apache 



Boomtown Gems (Birdman) 

If you played this album to someone from 
Buckcherry or whoever, they'd probably 
say it was pretty decent, but could benefit 
from sounding a bit more like Buckcherry. 
Or whoever. Apache, on the evidence of this 
introductory album, could probably make 
decently queeny Sunset Strip wastemen 
if they were inclined, but it's far preferable 
they channel their New York Dolls 
shrinebuilding into wire wool-scrubbed 
punkjuvenilia. Boomtown Gems comes 
through on this, making like the Dolls 
were still a fresh memory and they were 
desperate for Dangerhouse to release 
their record. 



There's poor-taste doe eyes at fascism ('Nazi 
Knife'); a song about the cocaine that this 
album is probably never gonna sell enough 
copies for Apache to be able to afford; and 
'Sugar Glidin', an hilarious raspberry to 
parents who refuse to accept that "All I want 
to do is rock'n'roll". Apache's dedication to 
outta-time glam-punk fakery is such that you 
know they're for real. 
Noel Gardner 



Spirit (ATP) 

Connecticut's Apse have grown from 
the post-rock roots of their debut into 
something a little more. . .traditional? 
That's an ugly word for this big, atmospheric 



rock music that lets its contours sweep over 
you. You can imagine it playing in a stadium, 
but it's stadium that's full of fog and there's 
only one person in the audience, and that's 
you. Circular beats and vaporous guitar 
form layers, punctuated by little-boy 
vocals and big-boy anguished howls- 
not screams, I stress. The album grows 
towards its close, growing more sinuously 
expansive, regaining something of that 
post-rock flavour. 

God, the words 'post-rock' twice in 
a review. Now three times. Shit. Apse 
manage to make their way across Spirits 
60 minutes with more elegance than this 
writer's 140 words. 
Kieron Gillen 
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the true report 

Wo rd s : E ve re tt Tr u e 



Look who was waiting for 
Everett True at the airport 



Warm Guns: Warm Guns (Mere Noise) 

Butcher Birds: Eat Their Young (Mere Noise) 

Vegas Kings: Dead Money (Mere Noise) 

The Gin Club: Junk (Plus One) 

An Horse: Not Really Scared (Valve) 

Do The Robot: Amp On Fire (Valve) 

I r Hiroshima: Punks (Valve) 

The Rational Academy: A Heart Against 

Your Own (Room 40) 

Qua: Silver Red (Room 40) 

Lullatone: The Bedtime Beat (Room 40) 

Flamingo Crash: Triangle Island (Side Kick) 

Brisbane is green, overpriced and hot. Its car 
drivers are maniacs, who still behave like half the 
population of Melbourne didn't move here in the 
last two years. There's a child's playground on every 
corner. Japanese trippers swarm the city-cats. Think 
of it as a former police state country town that's 
outgrown its recent history much too fast. 

But does it rock? I'm reserving judgment for 
now. It probably does, but which part of Australia 
doesn't still rock like it's 1 975? Warm Guns parade 
girl harmonies like they wish Belinda Carlisle had 
never gone solo. Don'tweall?The noisy, mostly-girl 
Butcher Birds let rip with the (noisy, mostly-female) 
grunge like it's nothing to be embarrassed about. 
And indeed it isn't, if you can ignore 95 per cent of 
the records released back then. Vegas Kings are 
messy and sprawling, and sound like they've grown 
up rocking out to The Strokes' sardonic debut, 
homeboys The Saints' sneering genius debut and 
a little Scratch Acid - and, man, that SURE ain't 
nothing to worry about. Quite brilliant and spiteful, 
in the way Boys Next Door once were. 

An Horse remind me of Placebo with a little 
Wedding Present or (obscure early Nineties NY 
band) Lotion thrown in. As do Do The Robot, 
although you can hear they once loved (obscure late 
Nineties Scots band) Life Without Buildings as well - 
but man, SO DID I ! Oddly, the Placebo comparison is 
a major plus for me: bringing to mind hanging with 
David Bowie at his 50th, abrasive guitars and the 
way some fetishes are just plain wrong. Both records 
are busy, not much room for reflection, but whether 
either band will appeal to my more cerebral 
counterparts back at Plan B HQ remains to be seen. 

Room 40 stuff should go down a storm, though. 
Gentle, intriguing tape minimalism and opulent 
loops of neo-rave electronics, engaging micro/ 
macro miasma and the odd splurge of dub. The 
Rational Academy scour like Chicago (the city) 
reared on a diet of MBV adventurism and femme 
pop (unlike that most male of US cities then). Their 
album reaches the parts Sonic Youth can't quite (or 
don't want to) reach. Qua delight in stretching 
noise and tone into different shapes altogether until 
we're so deeply into Jon Dale territory I don't know 
where to turn, and Lullatone are deeply ace, full 
stop. Mischievous, whispering, intrigued by the 
most minute of shapes and secrecies- titles like 
'Your Snore', 'Bedtime Beatbox' and 'Goodnight 
Train' to be taken literally. Dub-wise but certainly not 
unsettling: man, I wish all Isaac's nursery songs were 
this comforting. Think of Tenniscoats and you're in 
the precinct, buying some snazzy shades. 

I y I y Hiroshima. They are brash, spunky and full 
of the whiplash new wave energy and songs that 
made peers Grates so appealing. 'Punks' is already 
massive in my world, the same way These Dancing 
Days' 'Hitten' is. 




Lullatone 

Flamingo Crash, meanwhile, are the Glass 
Candy of Brisbane; and that should be enough to 
make you rush indoors and check their MySpace. 
Maybe I should add thattheirteen drummer is 
phenomenal ("the new Clem Burke" - © everyone^ 
there's a definite Gossip/Sparks influence and that 
if they ever feel like moving to Portland, OR they'd 
be in serious contention for a Plan B cover. Watch, 
urn, this space... 

No, not this space - this space needs filling. 
OK then . . .The Gin Club are deserved local heroes: 
wastrel, shambolic, generous, full of inebriated 
charm and male bonhomie, swaggering up to the 
microphones several men at a time like a downbeat 
cross between Nilsson, some bloke from Flying 
Burrito Brothers, an Australian Mekons and the 
kitchen sink besides. They switch instruments 
regularly, and don't stint on their 33-song sets; their 
music could be termed alt country if you wanted to 
be a cunt about it, but I'd prefer to term it "rock", as 
practised by the Bad Seeds, The Gun Club, the 
Tindersticks. Not sure how much I'd usually like it, 
but somehow, in this dream setting ("In every dream 
home a nightmare, " as Joe Jackson once sang) 
where the sun never rests and a bad day means the 
BBQ failed to light. . . it makes perfect sense. 



The Rational Academy 



Which part of 
Australia doesn't 
rock like it's 1975 






/?/' 



*'/* 



U 



gangster rap made him do it 

Words: Ringo P Stacey 
Illustration: Gemma Correll 

Don't call it a comeback! Ringo P Stacey auditions the latest efforts from rap's 
most wanted and tells us which are "gully", and which are "notgully" 



Ice Cube: Raw Footage (Lench Mob) 
G-Unit: TOS -Terminate On Sight (Interscope) 
Three 6 Mafia: Last 2 Walk (Columbia) 
RZA as Bobby Digital: Digi Snacks (Bodog) 
Nas: Untitled (Def Jam) 
O'Shea Jackson has a lot to answer for. You 
think I asked to get hooked on gangster rap? 
You think I want to have my bourgeois assumptions 
challenged? Of course I do, I'm a vicarious thrill- 
seeker looking for the grittiest shit I can find from 
the comfort of my safe European home. But it's not 
my fault; Ice Cube made me do it. 

He claims as much in the video for the first single 
from Raw Footage. The concept at least shows him 
back on some sort of mid-life form, blasting those 
who blame their sins on him by bleating the track's 
title, "Gangster rap made me do it! " The screwed 
hook claims his flow is "pyrodastic". If that's true 
now it's because he's being political at a time when 
black America has rediscovered its taste for politics. 
Fifteen years past his prime, Ice Cube sounds more 
of the now than many of his mainstream offspring. 

Right now, 50 Cent is sounding real confused. 
He only got one platinum disc for his last album. 
He doesn't understand Lil' Wayne selling in two 
weeks what he's struggled to shift in ten months. 
This is a man for whom numbers are everything. 
He's seriously stressed. And it suits him. 

Not that the new G-Unit album Terminate 
On Sight is exceptional, but he's hurt enough to 
be trying the only way he knows how: gangster, 
on a bed of gully New York pulses, paced like of old 
but buzzing with ghostly electronic radiations like 
today's hot South. The smug megalomania hasn't 
entirely gone, but it's tempered by the agreeably 



basic presence of Lloyd Banks (gruffer voice, will 
stick a Corona bottle in a model) and Tony Yayo 
(nasal, occasional trouble staying on beat). 

There's also a bunch of features from the recently 
expelled Young Buck, which provide essential 
emotional shading in 50's uptight musical world. 
Great for all the reasons 50 dismissed him, his every 
cocksure word seems undermined by a neurotic 



RZA sounds like a man 
doubting his own 
talent, a man who's 
forgotten hunger 



fragility, a sense of reality beyond the computer 
sculpted G-Unit theme park. It's easy to see G-Unit 
suffering for his absence, but it's just as easy to see 
them benefiting from the renewed focus. 

Being reduced to a duo has intensified the 
swagger of Three 6 Mafia, whose every note 
radiates corrosion and death. Last 2 Walk sticks to 
remit whether threatening murder ('Click Bang') or 
warning tweenagers to stick with videogames 
rather than deal drugs ('Playstation'). Still it only 
works while every ominously sustained chord 
flashes ass to the notion of selling out. By affirming 
thatthe atypically raunchy 'Lolli Lolli' belongs only 
as the bonus track, they prove that however 
polished they're still the shit. 

Unlike RZA, who's moved on, or is at least 
trying to. Digi Snacks, the third album by his 



Bobby Digital alter-ego, sounds far more like a 
sequel to the retrospection of his solo joint, 2003's 
Birth Of A Prince. That's despite a nominal plot 
concerning a scientist who makes a magic potion 
and "struggles with the good and evil within 
himself. . . " But the concept collapses at the slightest 
nudge, RZA breaking character to air grievances, 
mumbling in tongues. "How can hip-hop be dead 
when Wu-Tang is forever?" he wonders, and his 
voice rings with doubts Young Buck would wince at. 
Where Buck sounds like he doubts himself, RZA 
sounds like a man doubting his own talent. A man 
who's forgotten hunger. 

Thankfully Nas is here to remind us memories 
can return. Interpolating The Temptations 'Message 
From A Black Man' as RZA did on Digi Snacks, both 
versions nick the guitar hook and a mass of voices 
chanting, "No matter how hard you try you can't 
stop us now". In RZA's hands 'You Can't Stop Me 
Now' is a half-hearted show of Wu muscle. But Nas' 
'You Can't Stop Us Now' replaces sonic grit with 
stadium sheen and ups the stakes to social rather 
than just personal change. What's remarkable is 
how he achieves that without losing any emotional 
charge - as amped up and agitated by the deaths of 
Black Panther brothers George and Jonathan 
Jackson on Testify' as he was loved up by life with 
new wifey Kelis on Street's Disciple. He shifts 
consciously where RZA slipped carelessly, falling in 
and out of character to ask whether "Little rap fans 
that live way out in safe suburbia" would still buy his 
songs if he was, like George Jackson, a "United 
States murderer". He advises those who don't, 
"Fuck y'all little ho ' bitches/I don 't need you/I'll go 
gold with it", assuring his place in the safe suburban 
musical canon forevermore. 

Elsewhere the album's an anthemic confusion 
by design, an accurate map of a puzzled world by 
a man whose focus is lit bright, pouring as much 
scorn on black people's pandering to the cliches 
of niggerhood as whitey's fetishisation of them. 
It fuses even temperament with raging energy into 
a powerful and precise weapon, addictive even . . . 
no, especially as it's trained on your cranium. 
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WIRE 



WW'S 11 TH IP It A LESSON IH TEKIURtD MKK MM DDKS 
WHICH ALL NEIENKK TO THEIR AftT-PUNK CRtfAN MUST 
HIED. "1HE TIME iSfilGWT FOR WISE, RlCiHT HOW, WEUDtfL 
THEM AGAIN, THEY'VE fflME BACK TO SAVE YOU." - 

ARTROCKER 
PtHKRM-te 



PAJTI SMITH & KEVIN SHIELDS 

THE (ORAL SEA 

1HE (OftAL SEA IS RAfTl SMITH 'SmrHVMOMS HOMAGE TO 

HER FRIEND AND PHOTOGRAPHER ROBERT MJtf PLETHOW>E. 

KEVIN SH IELOS ACCOMPANIES H ER ON GUI WIS AND EFFECTS 

AND CREATES A HAUNTING BACKDROP 1 TO THE SPOKEN 

PROSE. 

AflT-Jiffl 



WILD BILLY CHILDISH W 

& THE MUSICIANS OFTHE BRITISH EMPIRE 

THATCHER (HUREH 

WITH HIS LATEST CQWBfl, THE MBE'S, BILL* CARIES OH HIS 
TRADITION OF HOME MADE PUNK-RHYTHM AND BLUES. TH IS 
IS WHAT A REAL ROCK 'N' ROLL CROUP SOUNDS LIKE, COVER ' IK 
ART DESIGNED ftV LECENDARV Sft PISTOLS ARTIST JAMIE RElD t® 



! : AN MO CiROL^ 

thi dusk 



SIAN ALICE CROUP 

WSKUHt 

STRAPPED DOWN SOUND OF PIANO AND VOCALS - 
RESTRAINED AND POWERFUL TO HS CORE. A COMPANIONS 
THEIR STELLAR M. 59 ALBUM. 



BROMIDE 

THETRQUBLEWTH.,. 

THIRD ADVENTURE IN LO-FI ACOUSTIC FOLK-POPTRKKERV 
FROM CAT-WORSHlPlltG SlHCER-SOHC-WRlTI ft SIMON MR- 
RIDGE AND FRIENDS. FEATURES A COVER OF GflV CLASSIC 

■GAMKHFRiaV. 
ifMfHVfrffMOS.CO 
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SPORK 

MM OF MM SERIOUSLY 

V( NUS BOUND CUITARJ AND ClACUL RHVTHM$ MAK( FOt 
A MESMERISING DEBUT FROM HACKNEY BASED POST SPACE 
(DC KIRS SMUT. CATCH THEM AT THIS YEtf'S (It CHILL 
FESTIVAL 
SCMOffOOMK-ai 



LOS PE VOTES 



DARREN HAYMAN 



SURF-GUITAR, TEX MEK, PSYCHEDELIC GARACE-PUNK AND 

RHYTHM'N'flUJES, THAT SEEMS TO HAVE CROSSED TIME AND 

SWKE FROM THE &UENOS AWES OF 196k 

DlflimTH-lflffll 



DAVID CRONENBERG'S WIFE 

BtUfBWftD'i ROOMS 

DEBUT ALBUM FROM ESC 6MU5IC FAVOURITES, SHARPLY 
OBSERVED DARK UR&AN TALES SOUNDTRACKED TO POST- 
PUNK, SURF-PSYCH GUITARS. "SARCASTIC, SARDONIC 
AND ARTICULATE" MUSICWtEK. 
B\ irSu - CO 
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M MEAT BRITISH HOLIDAY E.RS 

BETWEEN 20GS AND 2007, FORMER HEFNER FRONTMAN 
DARREN HAYMAN WROTE AND RECORDED EPS WHILST ON 
HOLIDAY IN GREAT BRITAIN. ALL FOUR EPS ARE COLLECTED 
HERE TOGETHER WITH UHRE LEASED SOHGS AND A DVD FEA- 
TURING FIVE VIDEOS AND A DOCUMENTARY 

I HAYMAN, WATKINS, TROUT & LEE 

mvMi^AmHiTmn&m. 

DYNAMITE EAST LONDON BlUEGHft FEATURING DARREN 
IIAVMAN (HEFNER} AND DAVE TATTERSALL [WAVE PIC- 
TURES). FOUR STARS IN THE filMRDIAH AND THE SUNDAY 
TIMES, MERCURY PRIZE -NOMINATED. 

rmm top - a> 



SILVERY 
mmaiEft&Exaism 

iBUSTOF INFECTIOUS ECCENTRIC BRIT SH ?OHsFLUEsfED 

R SOWU, SPARKS, XTC, BLUR AND VICTORIAN LONDON. 

DELUDES DEBUT SINGLE 'HONORS' DESCRIBED BY 

ARTROCKERAS^A LITTLE BELTER*. 

$WWtP - ft 
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GLISSANDO 

wnHQOUmWEQPQl 

W MAKH TWAillft JHE BUMTOG 5M 

A BEAUTIFUL BUT SAD JOURNEY THROUGH HWNTIItt MELODIES 
AND WKD5MPK THAT COULD WELL BREAK TO IN TWO. A 
BIT LIKE STARS OF THE LID PLAYING BJORK. 
QltH - CD 



AN AMALGAMATION OF THE FOLLOWING FINE SHOPS DEDICATED TO BRINGING YOU NEW MUSIC. 

ACORN - YEOVIL / ANDY'S - A&ERYSTWYTH / A A A DISCS - CHESHIRE / AVALANCHE - GLASGOW / BEATDOWN - NEWCASTLE 
&00MKAUOM / CHEAP THRILLS - NEWPORT / CIRCA RECORDS - CUMBRIA f COUNTER CULTURE - HIGH WYCOMBE / CRASH - LEEDS 

DIVERSE - NEWPORT / THE DRIFT RECORD SHOP - TOTNES / HEAD - LEAMINGTON SPA / JACKS - SHEFFIELD 
JG WINDOWS - NEWCASTLE / JUMBO - LEEDS / KANES - STROUD / NORMANRECORDSXOU / ONE UP - ABERDEEN 
OUT OF STEP - LEEDS / PICCADILLY - MANCHESTER / POLAR BEAR - BIRMINGHAM / PROBE - LIVERPOOL / RECORD CORNER - SURREY 
RECORD VILLAGE - SCUNTHORPE / REFLEX - NEWCASTLE / RESIDENT - BRIGHTON / RHYTHUONLINE-CO^UK / RISE - CHELTENHAM 
ROAD RECORDS - DUBLIN / ROCKABOOM - LEICESTER / ROCKAWAY - NEWPORT / ROUGH TRADE - EAST / ROUGH TRADE - TALBOT RD 
ROUNDER - BRIGHTON / RPM - NEWCASTLE / SELECTADISC - NOTTINGHAM / SISTER RAY - LONDON / SONIC BOOM - KETTERING 
SOUND IT OUT - STOCKTON ON TEES / SOUNDCLASH - NORWICH / SPILLERS - CARDIFF / SPIN - NEWCASTLE / SQUARE - WlMBOURNE 
TEMPEST - BIRMINGHAM 1 VIBES - BURY / WALL OF SOUND - HUDDERSFIELD I WARPMART.COM / X RECORDS - BOLTON 



CARGO RECORDS UK, 17 HEATHMANS ROAD, L0N&ON r SWfc 4TJ 

TEL: 0207-751-5125 - FAX: 0207-75T-3Bb& EMAIL: INFO* CARGGRECORD&.CO.UK 

WWW.CAftGOREeORDS.CO.lJK J WWW.CARC0ftECOftDS.ELOCSPC5T.COM 
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re-animation festival 

Words: Noel Gardner 
Illustration: Jussi Brightmore 

Harvey Milk 

Life... The Best Game In Town (Hydra Head) 
Kayo Dot 

Blue Lambency Downward (Hydra Head) 
A lot of people are gonna tell you that these 
two styles of music can never coexist 
peacefully, that this is no time for fence- 
sitting, and your colours must be nailed to a 
mast post-haste. Jesus ! Th is is 1 973, not 1 943, 
and if you want to listen to Black Sabbath 
and Van Der Graaf Generator one after the 
other then you can. And if it earns you a few 
days sitting on your own in the sixth form 
canteen, at least you're still cooler than those 
bozos who like Slade, right? 

And then I got off the bus and it was 
2008 and there were a ton of independent 
labels like Hydra Head who can blossom into 
enough of an 'institution' to release whatever 
they like. Carcass-dragging quasi-doom 
slugfests and high-intellect jazz-prog: buy 
(into) both. If you need an enemy, how about 
dreary dickbags who claim there's nothing 
exciting happening in rock at the minute? 

A hitherto unlikely comeback record from 
a band who bucked Athens, GA expectations 
in the mid-Nineties by playing sardonic power 



rawk instead of twee psychedelia, the logo on 
the cover of Life. . . The Best Game In Town is 
not Harvey Milk's but Iron Maiden's. A photo 
of a wall upon which hangs a Killers poster 
and a sombrero, it's the only sleeve of 2008 
thus far to make me actually laugh. 

'Death Goes To The Winner' features, for 
most of its tenure, a single note and some 
incomprehensible vocals that sound like a 
police radio picking up a redneck argument. 
It's as cacklingly, casually obnoxious an opener 

If you need an enemy, 
how about dreary 
dickbags who claim 
there's nothing exciting 
happening in rock? 

as the corresponding efforts from Shellac's 
Terraform or Melvins' Gluey Porch Treatments. 
Later, 'Skull Socks And Rope Shoes' comes 
closer to Eyehategod than most manage - 
dragging, black-veined Sludge -and when 
'Good Bye Blues' reveals itself to be a rendition 
of the Looney Tunes 'That's All Folks!' theme, 
it brings home Harvey Milk's understanding of 
the silliness of rock music. The rest of the 
album demonstrates that that they've listened 
to and adored a vast amount of it. 



earned byway of their previous incarnation - 
Maudlin Of The Well, signed to John Zorn's 
Tzadik label - and a split album with Japanese 
doom extremists Bloody Panda. Most of 
this notion evaporates on contact with 
Blue Lambency Downward, their third album 
proper; you wouldn't have to be a f rash- 
til-death purist to question whether there's 
a metal riff on the whole album. What we 
find in its place, fiddly jazz-rock and oddball 
prog, is more than acceptable: not quote- 
unquote heavy, but possessing serious chops 
and atmospheric knowhow. 

Although there's that same itchy, 
querulous feel that Soft Machine and 
Matching Mole crystallised in the Canterbury 
prog scene, Blue Lambency Downward' s 
territory is closer to Morricone's dusty villages. 
'Symmetrical Arizona', the 1 1 -minute closing 
track, is Bill Frisell-styled guitar doodles 
drawn out to the extent where there are 
frequent blips of complete silence - rendering 
that old jazzers' chestnut about 'listening 
to the space between the notes' yet 
more literal. 

For the purpose of this review, 'smart 
people making great music unconstrained by 
outside pressures' is a hot new genre. Just off 
to listen to Slade while I think of a snappier 
name for it. 



Aidan Baker 



Book Of Nods (Beta-lactam Ring) 

Wrapped in slow-moving hums and 
deceptively casual piano percussion, Book Of 
Nods leaves off where Aidan Baker's doom/ 
drone duo Nadja might build to maximum 
density. Instead, this near-motionless piece 
thrums with a suspended overtone of 
waiting, and a conclusion is always left 
hanging in the wings, even when Baker 
slowly pats down the drum-kit like he's trying 
to shake free something that's alive. 



The music is delivered decisively, but 
without taking the easy option of a firm, 
easily-digested high; instead, what seems to 
work best is an intense process of absorption 
into a gathering rhythmic ebb and flow, or 
a never-explained path from here to there. 
Richard Fontenoy 



The Beep Seals 



ThingsThat Roar (Heron) 

When people forget about the new and 
embrace the past far too tightly, great things 



rarely occur. The Sixties might have been 
happening (at the time) but 40 years on, 
dreamy West Coast revivalism just feels 
wrong, somehow. Things That Roans an easy 
listen, steeped in sunny psychedelia, but the 
arrangements are seldom inventive or 'out 
there' enough to merit that tag. The nursery 
rhyme lyrics ( "I've had trouble/People been 
bursting my bubble "), meanwhile, are sweet 
enough, but err a little too hard on the side 
of niceness. 
Natalie Boxall 



Black Kids 



Partie Traumatic (Almost Gold) 

Now, this is a//wrong. Black Kids might be a 
'hype' band, but the source of that hype was 
some good music, namely the cutesy 
shambles of last year's nothing-if-not- 
lovable 'Wizard Of Ahhhs' EP. But Partie 
Traumatical lovable at all, a stiff homage 
to Eighties chart pop that's as cold and 
creepy as an ice sculpture of Thatcher. It's 
tempting to blame producer Bernard Butler, 
but the fact is that Black Kids knew what 
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they were getting into when they got him 
to frost the Pulp-meets-Cure feyness of 
'Wizard...' with a blank sheen that even 
Queen might have dismissed as a bit too 
cocaine-overblown. There are the husks of 
good songs here - most particularly the four 
re-recorded 'Wizard...' tracks -but Parties 
booming cleanness suggests the Kids always 
had their sights on bigger things than the 
EP's underdog mumble: a dead-eyed, 
CGI-saturated Hollywood remake. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



Bodies Of Water 



A Certain Feeling (Secretly Canadian) 

The second release from LA's indie eclectics 
confirms them as a band of inspired 
contradiction.They play with formal styles 
(gospel music, Tropicalia, trad-rock) but pull 
them into strange, psychedelic shapes. Their 
songs are at once studied and slapdash, 
bursting with multi-layered, boy/girl 
harmonies. They're Christians, but create 
some of the creepiest soundscapes you'll 
ever hear (kindly refer to the frenzied, 
insectoid energy of 'UnderThe Pines'). 

This inconsistency feeds into Bodies' 
unique identity, and provides this album with 
its uninhibited, everything-plus-the-kitchen- 
sink charm. Tracks like 'Water Here' (troubled 
tropicalia from the ocean depths, with added 
Latin brass hitting halfway through) and 
'Darling, Be Here' (a galloping guitar'n'organ 
freak-out) showcase the band's range and 
ambition. The end of 'If I Were A Bell' is the 
album's defining, Morricone moment- a 
rousing chant/battle cry that sends the 
listener roaring across the plains. 
Chris Lo 



Bowerbirds 



Hymns For A Dark Horse (Dead Oceans) 

Trotting along in uniform fashion, planted 
neatly in the hoof-holes made by the likes 
of Fleet Foxes, Bon Iver and The Cave Singers, 
come the Bowerbirds. I'm sure that there are 
differences between these bands. OK, I know 
there are. But difference is irrelevant because 
we're buying into an image, a sound and a 
certain degree of plaid shirted-ness; the 
same'just-swept-off-an-autumnal-forest- 
floor' melodies appear; the same dusty 
reverb bounds about the songs. You get the 
same sense that the drum-kit has been 
usurped in favour of the kitchen table and 
its four decaying legs. 

On Hymns For A Dark Horse, human 
voices are as eerie as the strings that seem to 
threaten them at every turn. The accordion 
skips about jauntily in the corner: a glimpse 
of innocence in a weighty world. And it's a 
world that grows in intensity on each listen, 
as words reveal themselves to you and new 
drum beats emerge from the kitchen table. 
HayleyAvron 



Cannabis Corpse 



Tube Of The Resonated (Forcefield) 

This side project by Phillip Hall (aka Land Phil, 
bassist/vocalist with crossover-thrashers 
MunicipalWaste) may sound like a bad 
stoned joke, but it's quite a logical step 
considering his oeuvre. While Waste can be 
seen as homage to one vice - namely, beer - 
Cannabis Corpse obviously finds inspiration 
in two others: Cannibal Corpse and weed. 
The 'herb' does provide plenty of lyrical 
punnery, but Tube Of The Resonated \s no 
one-liner, and if it didn't wear its druggy 
influences so readily on its sleeves, it would 



have no problem being taken seriously as a 
good piece of old school death metal. So, 
now Phil has proven himself master of two 
metal genres, what's the next adolescent vice 
he's going to eulogise and immortalise in 
metal? A sexy power metal band perhaps? 
Patrick Moran 



Eric Chenaux 



Sloppy Ground (Constellation) 

Canadian singer/guitarist Chenaux makes 
music that deceives. At first, it's a loose, 
gauzy folk: drowsy back-porch fiddles and 
banjos, a hushed moon song hung on lazy 
brushwork and sighing guitar. Then suddenly 
it's pastoral dream-funk with a backbeat and 
an endless fuzz guitar wig-out, like a hayseed 
psych-country Beck.Then it's swelled into 
a marching folk-prog psychedelic monster, 
all double-tracked Lennon-vocals, trippy 
nonsense lyrics and blazing axe-melt guitar 
leaking off the edge of the page. And, once 
you've lost your bearings, it seems like only 
a short stumble to a slurred Celtic drinking 
song on the quayside, slipping on the 
cobblestones and spitting in sawdust. 
So, naturally, you've got your hangover 
music too: whispered up close in your ear, 
a melancholy message pulled gently from the 
heart. Here's the thing: Eric Chenaux makes 
the music he wants to hear. There just isn't a 
name for it yet. 
Daniel Spicer 



The Coke Dares 



Feelin' Up (Reibenbach) 

There's a lot to love about a 33-song album 
with a running time of 23 minutes. You're 
immediately transported to a thousand tiny 
basement venues with low ceilings, where 
angry boys bark into your faces at 
superhuman speed. ButThe Coke Dares are 
surprising because they don't seem to be in 
much of a rush. Occasionally channeling the 
loose spirit of Minutemen or early 
Replacements, songs sound like incidental 
segue music for a meatheaded failure-metal 
remake of Friends.TUey're snappy, peppy, 
and normally over in what feels like about 1 
seconds. I bet they pull great faces live. 

Unfortunately, while Feelin' Up rattles 
along at sensible speed, it's often through 
crushingly boring scenery. The effect is like 
one very long three-chord operetta, a 
collection of jingles for cleaning products 
sung by a grouchy bear. It should propel you 
through its 23 minutes. Instead you're 
knackered after 10 songs. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Digitonal 



Save Your Light For Darker Days 
(Just Music) 

This is a bad place we are in, you and I, make 
no mistake.The world darkens on a daily 
basis, and it seems only a matter of time 
before the stars themselves go out. Most 
music I listen to seems to take perverse 
delight in screaming into the void. Digitonal 
take an opposing path, bringing solace and 
soothing balm to a confused mind. The 
combination of violin and cello strings with 
electronic ambience and pattering beats 
could easily lead to wallpaper sounds, yet 
there is depth and loveliness here. Whether 
the Plaid-like burblings of 'Wide-Eyed, 
Wrapped In Love' or the quite glorious heat 
haze shimmer of '93 Years On', I find myself 
returning to it on quiet afternoons and it 
feels like taking a musical sedative - an 




p ^ Nurse With Wound 

Huff in' Rag Blues (United Dirter) 
Images/Zero Mix(Beta-lactam Ring) 

E " Welcome to the Dada whirl of constipated blues dementia 
and recycled pop exotica, where all the hallmarks of 
surrealistic NWW intent mess with the listeners' ears as 
they shuffle, squirm and moan amid the hallucinatory bongo-led drones, 
organ swills and free-jazz agonies of sound fx gone bad. Witness the 
swingin', smokin' after-dinner melodies spatchcocked with zoological 
cacophony. Marvel at carcrash soundclashes swerving unnervingly into 
sinister creakiness and bassy rhythmic rhumba-ing, and swoon to the 
virtuoso loungecore squeakily stuttered up and repurposed as eclectic 
electronic expectorations. Welcome to the super strange sound sneezes 
of the Huff in' Rag Blues. Gesundheit. 

There's more mechanistic flatulence and eerie dronescapes on Zero Mix, 
the mood further out and slower, drifting in and out of consciousness like 
an aesthete's opiated nightmare. It complements a luxuriously colourful 
hardback, cataloguing a hundred discarded vinyl discs Steven Stapleton 
painted in electric psychedelic style. A glance at any NWW sleeve will prove 
his talent for lysergically-inclined imagery (the collages on Huff in' Rag being 
particularly fine examples of his gift for cut-up juxtaposition), lovingly 
showcased here, and glowing with a liquid neon intensity which is both 
frazzled and dazzling. 
Richard Fontenoy 



opportunity to breathe, a moment of calm 
amid the tumult. 
Euan Andrews 



Dr Dog 



Fate (Park The Van) 

The Philadelphians' fifth record is blessed 
with perfect timing in every sense. It could 
only work in summer, for starters. And their 
grasp of classic pop rock - the Beatles, the 
Beach Boys, Free - is so perfectly in tune they 
provide multiple potentially hysterical 'Hey 
Jude' moments. They've also pulled off the 
under-appreciated trick of naming tracks 
after great stuff, like 'The Breeze', or 'The 
Beach'. I want to listen to that. I want to feel 
that. And they do some good old-fashioned, 
yet timely and eloquent, religion-bashing. 
On 'Hang On', Scott McMicken begins it: 
"Why do you think we need amazing 
grace/Just to tell it like it is ? "And on ' From ', 
he gives it some wit: "Oh my God, he listens 
to me/And I a in 't even talking out loud/ And 
he says: 'My son, listen to me/Listen to me 
while the listening s good/You 're not my 
son'". Super fun. 
Tom Howard 



The Dudley Corporation 



Year Of The Husband (Absolutely 
Kosher) 

Dublin three-piece get that stop-start, quiet- 
loud thing down whilst somehow managing 
to sound like a spunky post-rock/prog 
version of that favourite angsty post-grunge 
pub band of your teenage years. On this, their 
second album, the rhythmic structure of early 
Yes and wired stabs of Pere Ubu are sewn 
together with vocals that, at times, swing 
so close to Jeff Buckley's that you start to 
wonder whether our friend from the 
Mississippi has been dredged, stuffed and 
a squeezebox attached. 'Holy Wars' marks 
the moment when things move from 
slow-burning post-rock a la Dirty Three and 
punk-pop reminiscent of Sugar's sweeter 
moments, to something more brooding and 
devoid of obvious influence. 
Ben Webster 



The Fiery Furnaces 



Remember (Thrill Jockey) 

Remember: I love this band; don't trust me. 
Factually, it's a live double album wherein 



our meta-heroes play songs from across their 
career (although they have blithely 
transmogrified i. tempos ii. arrangements iii. 
tunes). Remember: my judgement is clouded 
by admiration for their restless cleverness, 
but also the good humour that backlights it. 
They're not here to recreate - despite the 
clever, blackish humour of the title (it's 
printed "RememberThe Fiery Furnaces" on 
the spine; both a sentiment and a non- 
sequitur, since if you were looking for a map 
back to their records, you won't find it here). 

Remember: my impartiality is 
compromised by fondness for the originals, 
even iftheir studio filigree is pulverised, 
episodic advances accelerated with in- 
person impetus, incidental flourishes swollen 
to cartoonish props, but too counter-intuitive 
to ever lapse into muso jam. Remember: my 
words are hyperstimulated. Beauty is 
disguised or exoticised. Hooks unfurled and 
fuzzed. Cut-ups between recordings run 
brutally together; like changing the film stock 
midway through a scene.The few moments 
an unchanged fragment emerges out of the 
smog; like finding yr way home. 

Songs shed skins; traps catch; nostalgia 
is thwarted. But don't trust me; I'm unfaithful 
to you, too; I love this band. 
kicking_k 



Free Fall 



The Point In A Line (Smalltown 
Superjazz) 

Being a trio featuring Ken Vandermark 
on clarinets andTheThing/Scorch Trio's 
Ingebrigt Haker Flaten on bass, one might 
expect Free Fall to be another round of 
serious wood-pummeling mayhem. But it's 
not. Far from it, as the third member is pianist 
HavardWilk and instead we have modern 
jazz of a most delicate and refined strain. 
While some numbers like 'Italics' find 
Vandermark skeetering over rapid keys and 
plucks, for the main part The Point In A Line 
consists of finely-crafted pieces which 
sometimes drift into a pleasurable jazz 
supper club of the mind, sometimes fall into 
contemplation of the space between the 
notes; almost until - as on the soft bass 
cascade of 'If It Goes' -these spaces become 
an equally important fourth member of 
the band. 
Euan Andrews 



plan b|65 



albums 




soft focus affairs 

Words: Nat Davies 
Illustration: Philip Fivel Nessen 

She And Him 

Volume One (Domino) 

From the drawn breath in the opening seconds of 
She And Him's Volume One unfolds a fragmented 
documentary of an epic love affair. We find our 
heroine with a brave face and a bare-boned piano, 
sighing "What can you do with a sentimental 
heart?" in utter resignation. Violins play a mournful 
pulse, and with each affirmation of her sorry state, 
she becomes more affected. Finally, She's voice 
splinters into layers, and the music explodes into 
a Beach Boys climax of bells and theremin. Surely, 
this is what happens at the end of a love story? 

The 'She', played by Hollywood's lauded indie 
princess Zooey Deschanel (from such guilty movie 
pleasures as Elf and Almost Famous), and the Him, 
new-country frontrunner M Ward, bonded over 
a mutual love of post-war American radio ballads. 
It led to a confession that Deschanel had been 
stockpiling home demos for years, and two 
recording sessions in Ward's Portland studio in the 
autumn of 2006 and 2007. 



Ward has become something of a facilitator for 
solo female artists: from the success of his work on 
the Jenny Lewis album, Rabbit-Fur Coat, to his 
collaboration with Beth Ortonon her Comfort Of 
Strangers LP, he works like a hall of mirrors to his 
partners. Here, he reflects Deschanel's own sound 
back at her, layers of melodic strings, pedal-steel 
and his distinctive finger-picking enabling her 
narratives to glisten with melody. 

An ode to old love 
songs: innocent, 
enchanting and 
consuming 

These charming songs might never have seen 
the light of day without his involvement, and may 
never have been so perfectly realised by anybody 
else. The first three tracks on the album, 
'Sentimental Heart', 'Why Do You Let Me Stay 
Here?' and 'This Is Not A Test' sit as a triptych of 
perfect Fifties pop songs, Deschanel channelling 
the first ladies of unconditional love: Patsy Cline's 
resigned devotion, Ronnie Spector's energetic 



adoration, Nina Simone's desolation. Her lyrics can 
be thrifty ("Why do you edit/Just give me credit/I'm 
just sitting on the shelf"), but Ward treats them 
with a Spector-esque touch, adding warm kick 
drums like bookmarks and building the arrow- 
straight simplicity of such heart-on-sleeve songs 
into intense, affecting statements. 'Change Is 
Hard' and 'Got Me' sounds like lost Capitol cuts, 
Peggy Lee counting a mournful waltz in the red 
dirt. 'I Should Have Known Better', meanwhile, 
finds Ward makes a rare vocal appearance. There 
are secretive giggles and an innocent frisson, like 
lovers who have shaken off a chaperone. 

There are points at which the album falls, 
namely the cover versions of 'Swing Low, Sweet 
Chariot' and Smokey Robinson's 'You've Really 
Got A Hold On Me', which has been bludgeoned 
out of shape by the removal of everything but 
bathroom vocals and strokes of acoustic guitar. 
The penultimate song, 'Sweet Darlin' takes the 
Ronettes/Spector homage to an almost ridiculous 
level, but I can't help but adore it: small flourishes 
of castanets and Dechanel's charming girl-group 
vocals interwoven through the front, back and 
sides of a 'Be My Baby' drum fills. It's an ode to old 
love songs: innocent, enchanting and consuming. 



Indian Jewelry 



Free Gold (We Are Free) 

Pop's decadence pays a fleeting visit to 
Castle Free Gold. By the fortress gates, 
I spy MerMan brandishing his corn-on-the- 
cob sword at JAMC and those jive hoodlums 
from Big Stick, hoping they won't raise the 
gumption to sue their asses. This is MBV 
forthe PS2 generation. It's Wolf Eyes' 
entry for the Eurovision song contest. 
It's dry-humping a hag for a clutch of lucky 
heather. 'Temporary Famine Ship' gave me 
new circuits. It's a song for people who dig 
Chrome over Chromeo and there's no better 
way to separate the buckwheat from the 
chaff. Here comes Ahriman cooking up 
a buzzy crank blur on 'Too Much 



Honkytonking', etching ectoplasmic graffiti 
on the inside of my retinas. Though why they 
had to go spoil it with the big jam wank 
crime of 'Seventh Heaven', God only knows. 
Spencer Grady 

in the studio: indian jewelry 

We listened to: "The Country Teasers, Elton 
John, Geto Boys, Don Williams, Roxy Music, 
Misfits, Nu Shooz, Fleetwood Mac, Jana 
Hunter, Psychic Ills, Depeche Mode, RTX, 
Leonard Cohen, and Longmont Potion Castle 
[a collection of insane phone pranks]." 
Weate:"TacosfromTaqueriaTeotihuacan, 
tacos at home, breakfast tacos, Vietnamese 
food, black beans and plantains,. We drank 
insane amounts of Kombucha. We come 



from the fattest American city so we eat 
much and often - our standard for a 
successful show used to be that we made 
enough for everyone to buy a burrito." 
We watched: "A lot of comedy -Arrested 
Development, The Office, Extras, All G, etc. 
And we watched almost every cover of Bob 
Dylan's 'It's All Over Now Baby Blue' that can 
befoundonYouTube." 



Jaguar Love 



Take Me To The Sea (Matador) 

Comprised of two ex-Blood Brothers and one 
(male) Pretty Girl Make Graves, Jaguar Love's 
debut climbs some predictable post- 
hardcore branches on its musical family tree 
but also offers moments of transcendent 



mutant hyper-pop. Johnny Whitney, the 
Blood Brother with the voice of a pained 
infant, is a petulant diva on 'Highways Of 
Gold', yelping over Jay Clark's thunderous 
drums. Cody Votolato's brightly strummed 
guitar on 'Bats OverThe Pacific Ocean' recalls 
Ted Leo, as Whitney's unhinged melody 
competes with pretty xylophones. When the 
music deviates from frantic, groovy punk, 
Whitney's unavoidable screech tramples over 
anything subtle or expansive that the band 
are trying to create. 'Bone Trees And Broken 
Hearts', a well-meaning stab at a power 
ballad, is messy and confusing. Suitably, 
given the nautical references spilling from 
the lyrics and titles, a record to get seasick to. 
Thorn Gibbs 
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the house that jack built 

Words: Robin Wilks 
Illustration: Ceson Pelizer 

New beats for modern lovers 

DFA Presents Supersoul Recordings: Nobody Knows 

Anything (Death From Above) 

Various: Full Pupp Presents The Greatest Tits Vol 1 (Full Pupp) 

Various: Nu Balearica (Ministry Of Sound) 

Anthiliawaters: The Miles Without You (Isophlux) 

Dousk: Kind of Human (Klik) 

Various: Life Beyond Mars: Bowie Covered (Rapster) 

Peace Division: Coast2Coast(NRK) 

Af rilounge: In Order To Dance (Kiddaz.FM) 

Various: Roadtrip (Kiddaz.FM) 

Onur Ozer: Watergate 01 (Watergate) 



Writing for a music magazine brings you face to face 
with the reality of just how many records are 
released every month, and how many slip under the 
radar of just about everybody. Nowhere is this more 
true than in the world of dance music: it's in the 
nature of the scene for tracks to be released, played 
and forgotten about within a matter of weeks, and 
many will only be heard by those with a special 
interest in a particular sub-genre. 

Of course, longevity is not important in dance 
music as it is in rock, where the canon is everything 
But the disposability of this music is no reason not 
to celebrate it; some of the most exciting music on 
the planet is being released every week on small 
dance labels. And whereas an unpopular rock 
record doesn't really serve any purpose, the beauty 
of the scene is that even the most obscure techno 
track has a chance of being played to a dancefloor 
and making someone dance. The energy put into 
the records feeds directly back into the whole 
clubbing experience. There's rarely any waste. 

One record that's definitely worth saving from 
obscurity, whether you're a fan of acid house, 
techno, italo, electro or krautrock, is Nobody 
Knows Anything - DFA Presents Supersoul 



Recordings, a round-up of the Berlin 
label's first two years of releases. Xavier 
Naudascher's 'Lost' and the 'Moon Unit' 
series by Mogg and Naudaschershow 
such quality and originality that you 
wonder why the artists involved aren't 
household names already. 

If 'space disco' is your thing, and the 
words " Prins Thomas Diskomiks" fill you 
with an anticipatory frisson (as well they 
should), then you are going to LOVE 
Full Pupp Presents the Greatest Tits 
Vol 1, a showcase of Thomas' label. As 
well as a load of Thomas' productions, 
there's great material from Todd Terje, 
Mental Overdrive, Blackbelt Anderson 
and other eminent Norwegians. This 
style is still 
dismissed as 
novelty by some techno 
heads, but this two-CD 
compilation shows just 
how versatile it can be. 

Thomas and a few of 
his Nordic chums crop 
up on Nu Balearica, 
mixed by Fred Deakin 

(half of Lemon Jelly). This may look like Ministry's 
Balearic cash-in -the tracklisting is precisely what 
you'd expect (Studio, Beyond The Wizard's Sleeve, 
Quiet Village); but there's so much of quality here, 
and it's been compiled and mixed with so much 
attention to detail, that it's actually very likeable. 

There's something vaguely Balearic about Miami 
ensemble Anthiliawaters' debut album The Miles 
Without You. It was recorded with the intention of 
providing a soundtrack to mornings, and is proof 
positive that electronic music can be jazzy and 
chilled without sounding like noodly wank. The way 
the record develops from the sleepy chords of 'The 
Glades' to the buzzy, awake rhythms of 'Digging 
Up' is rather beautiful. 

Also jazzy and inventive is Dousk's Kind of 
Human. The Greek DJ has produced some prog- 



house horrors in the past, but this is inspired and 
brilliant, veering from twisted lounge to bouncy 
acid squelches - and less placeable sounds. 

There are plenty of oddball noises, too, on Life 
Beyond Mars: Bowie Covered, in which various 
electronica types tackle the Thin White Duke's 
tunes. As with most tribute albums, there's a 
mixture of inspired moments and chaff; highlights 
include chugging, almost-Goth sounds from Carl 
Craig, and Kelley Polarturning 'Magic Dance' from 
into something resembling an Italian operetta. 

Peace Division's Coast2 Coast mix runs with 
the current deep-house trend, alternating heads- 
down no-nonsense stuff with truly captivating 
sounds like the Afrilounge mix of Chopsticks and 
Johnjon's 'Birds' -and ending on Ka la brese's fruity, 
infectious 'MakeLoveDisco'. 



An unpopular rock record doesn't 
serve any purpose, but even the 
most obscure techno track has a 
chance of making someone dance 



Afrilounge themselves turn in a mix called In 
Order to Dance which has some amazing tracks on 
it (the Jona mix of Michal Ho's Take Away'; 
'Mumbling Yeah'; their own 'Lux Dementia'), but 
somehow doesn't flow quite like it should. 

Also on the Berlin Kiddaz.FM label, Roadtrip 
could be the most demented minimal mix I've ever 
heard. The first CD, mixed by Holgi Star, is fast, hard 
and chaotic, but totally infectious. Harry Axt's mix 
on the second disc is marginally less banging, but 
just as ridiculous in its own way. 

But my techno highlightforthis month is 
Watergate 01 from Istanbul resident Onur Ozer, 
who builds up an amazingly rich atmosphere from a 
few minimal tracks: a smoky, heady, intoxicating 
blend. It's the most distinctive mix I've heard in a 
while. Grab it before it disappears into obscurity. 
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toddlers can't shred 

Words: Andrzej Lukowski 

Illustration: Mimi Leung 

Ponytail 

Ice Cream Spiritual (We Are Free) 

When I was about 1 7 I got so nostalgic chasing 
the last motes of my earliest memories that for 
about a fortnight I decided it would be a brilliant 
idea to get up early so I could watch Sesame Street, 
a show whose innocent weirdness I'd always 
associated with growing up in the Eighties. It didn't 
work.Which is sad. 

That, in a nutshell, is why I'm envious of 
Ponytail. Ponytail spend the morning playing 
catch with their inner children. After that, Ponytail 
hang out with their inner children on the swings, 
pushing them really, really, really high. When it's 
time for bedtime, Ponytail read a story, but the 
inner kids don't wanna go to bed, so screw it, 
they stay up 'til late eating sweets and watching 
TV they don't really understand. They have a 
damn good time. 

Obviously Ponytail are not actual children or 
toddlers, nor -chaotic a half hourthough itis- 
would toddlers make a record that sounded 



There's no refined emotion or even formless pain 
here, just a primal gurgle of happiness 



anything like Ice Cream Spiritual if anyone dumped 
them in a studio and gave them instruments. For 
starters, toddlers can't shred. But while you can 
come up with reference points - Marnie Stern, 
Pixies, Yoko Ono, Melt Banana, Van Halen, The 
Teletubbies- this record comes from such a 
different place that they don't really help at all. 
There's no refined emotion or even formless pain 
here; just a primal gurgle of happiness. 

This can't really be pure instinct. Their debut 
album Kamahameha tried to do the same and 
ended up a self-conscious muddle. But if there's 
even consciousness in their second record - in the 
joyous flood of Molly Siegel's wordless trill, in Ken 
Seeno's rainbow sprays of shredding - then I can't 
hear it. It's like the black dog of noise crashed a 
third birthday party, only to be hoist by the tail, 
dressed in a miniature cowboy outfit, redubbed 
'Mr Fluffington' and forced to eat a bowl of jelly. 
And ifthewaySiegel burbles in apparently 
spontaneous glee at each of the innumerate 
stylistic lurches of 'Celebrate The Body Electric 



(It Came From An Angel)' doesn't lighten your soul 
at least a tad then probably you need to keep 
listening 'til it does. Joy is a noise too. 

Discussing individual tracks is a bit useless, 
because the 'songs' are just arbitrary markers, 
imposing false order on the chaotic flow: dwelling 
on them in isolation is like describing each rock in 
an avalanche. For instance, 'Celebrate...' includes: 
a bit where Siegel and the guitar chase each 
other's tails, both making the same high-pitched 
bendy whine; a meandering semi-ambient 
passage; a bit that sounds like a snippet from a 
Blaxploitation soundtrack; and lotsa shredding. 
That doesn't explain the song at all, and it's not 
what they're technically doing that makes Ice 
Cream Spiritual, it's the fact they're doing so much 
of it, and with such unfathomably enthused frenzy. 

I dunno, it's hard to rationalise a record like 
this. If you want the real review, then go to the 
newsagent, buy some crayons, take this page, 
and scrawl on a picture of something that makes 
you happy. 



King Creosote 



They Flock Like Vulcans... (Fence) 

Join me, comrades, as we navigate the galaxy 
of canorous pop-hunk King Creosote, 
steered by a sequence of two-word ciphers, 
scattered amid this sublime, clandestine 
enterprise. 'Esther's Planet': an intergalactic, 
disco-folk ode to dancing naked round a 
deer farm, wearing antlers, baiting fire. 
'Jupiter Eyes': Fence she-pirate HMS 
Ginafore's rococo visual imagery, plus KC's a 
cappella skiffle, equals anthemic urban 
disquietude. 'Houston Tharoule': what's the 
difference between a friendship and a 
problem? One eyelid, quietly batted, by 
accident/What If: squeezebox maestros, it 
transpires, boast elephantine staying-power. 



"Into the sack for 10 short hours ", sings 
Anstruther's Don Juan. Ten hours? 
Impressed. 'Dead Mouse': you know 'Never 
Let Her Slip Away', by Andrew Gold? Like 
that. But ace. 'All Mine': listen up, Aled Jones. 
This is what you could have done with your 
life. 'Convalescing Sweatpants': it takes a 
rare man to conjoin such a phrase and instil 
it, somehow, with a loin-stirring twist. That 
man is KC. He is peerless indeed. 
Nicola Meighan 



Koemihyakkei 



Hundred Sights Of Koenji (Skin Graft) 

Conventional wisdom would have us believe 
that the whole idea of punk was to sweep 
away the grand excesses of prog, smashing 



down the baroque sonic palaces and 
ushering in a fanatical Year Zero of utilitarian, 
functional simplicity. Only someone forgot 
to tell that to Yoshida Tatsuya. Here, the 
drummer best known as one half of Ruins, 
lobs out an utterly mind-destroying mix of 
brutal, crushing hardcore punk and 
preposterous Wagnerian pomp-prog. It's 
most obvious influence is Christian Vander's 
Seventies Zeuhl behemoth, Magma: 
grandiose, operatic histrionics delivering 
complex phrases in what can only be some 
made-up language. But whereas that French 
drummer and John Coltrane acolyte based 
his whole schtick on the loose propulsive 
power of Elvin Jones's epochal jazz stylings, 
Yoshida goes for the jugular with 



murderously tight riffs and clenched 
percussive control. The result is something 
both hilarious and joyously uplifting. Loud as 
a motherfucker, too. 
Daniel Spicer 




War Metal Battle Master 
(Southern Lord) 

No messing, eh?When I see an album title 
like this, part of me laughs hysterically at the 
sheer metal-ness of it, and another part of 
me gets really excited and slightly hormonal 
and thinks, "YES! Fucking COME ON ! " 
Then I look down the track-listing and see 
numbers like 'SlaughterThe Bestial Legion' 
and 'Assassins Of The Cursed Mist', learn that 
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Lair Of The Minotaur have their own special 
burger at Kuma's Corner burger bar in 
Chicago (an establishment specialising in 
burgers named after metal bands; the LOTM 
burger has brie, pancetta, caramelised 
onions and whisky-soaked pear slices on a 
pretzel roll). And I wonder, are these guys for 
real?Then I hit play and I think, Yes, these 
guys are definitely for real: this is metal that 
genuinely wants to kill you. A concept album 
about "solving conflicts with a big fucking 
axe", War Metal Battle Mastens evidently 
the work of a band that won't have any 
arguments on the tour bus over whether 
they're heavy metal or not. 
Euan Andrews 



Lucky Dragons 



Dream Island Laughing Language 
(Upset The Rhythm) 

Coming on less like a Los Angeles collective 
than some ecstatic lost island noise tribe, 
Lucky Dragons marshall flute, dulcimer, 
tambourine, bongos, bells, bowls, piano, 
cassettes and more into a bewitching, 
occidental trance music. It surely takes a 
shade of outside-all-boxes genius for 
ingredients as bone-dry and minimal to 
coalesce into something all at once as 
playful/serious, heathen and gamelan 
psychedelic. A few motifs recur throughout: 
Sarah Rara's vocal snippet makes for a 
looped cousin of Laurie Anderson's '0 
Superman', pitched in various states of 
panting urgency and variously sparred with 
Luke Fischbeck's womb warm, Arthur 
Russell-sonorous singing, or adorned with 
babbling percussive matrices of uncertain 
origin, or (as in one editing masterstroke on 
'Typical Hippies') a supremely bewitching set 
of aural mandalas plucked from rubber 
bands. Despite the former comparisons and 
cheeky nods toward disco, Sufi and Chinese 
musics, this is a truly singular sunshine whirl 
of DIY head/body music, just fine for a 
fevered but benign cleansing ritual. 
James Papademetrie 



Mechanical Bride 



Part II EPs (Transgressive) 

At odds with images of exhausted routines, 
loveless marriages and pleasureless sex 
that her name evokes, Brighton's Lauren 
Doss is unsettled and unafraid. Her cover of 
Rihanna's 'Umbrella' will get attention for 
sure, but her own tunes - when she says 
things we all should've - are better. "I'll 
never want you, the way you want me ", 
warns 'Love is Lost'. And she's a tough 
cookie. There's a kind of icy glean over 
these previously rare tracks. You have to 
get to know them, and her, and the coldness 
drips away. 

Doss clearly loves Jeff Buckley's Grace 
and honours him on 'Shuffle' by nicking 
an intro. Curiously, last track 'The Final' is 
a limp and lame violin backed attempt 
at a poignancy that doesn't exist. But sod it, 
she's got a eerily natural tenderness, and at 
22 she's got ages to work it all out. 
Tom Howard 



Merzbow 



Arijigoku (Vivo) 

There's 'in your face', and then there's 
Merzbow. Masami Akita's umpteenth album 
shrieks straight down to business, squalls 
upon shards mashed up against sheets and 
droves of fingernail-scraping NOISE. Here's 
four screaming yowls of pain and rage, shot 



through from ear to ear and back again with 
lurching, clattery drums abused and battered 
over and over in demented rhythms, the 
whole shuddering with vibrant, agonising 
sonic torture, eventually becoming 
breathlessly overpowering, ripping up all 
external sensory input on a tide of aural 
debasement and kicking down the doors of 
any other sort of perception until there is only 
the sound of one electrified claw smacking. 
Merzbow's avenging boot of animal 
oppression stamps down on the ears forever, 
twisting and wrenching with a dynamic 
which is also content to offer distended, 
almost caressingly brutal passages where 
the fervour of the acoustic punishment is 
allowed to subside before returning tenfold. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Oneida 



Preteen Weaponry (Jagjaguwar) 

This is the first album in a proposed triptych 
from Oneida, referred to collectively as 
Thank Your Parents. Little more information 
regarding the meaning or context of this 
series is available, save for that title. Even less 
information is forthcoming on Preteen 
Weaponry a three track, mainly- 
instrumental full-on midnight trance jam all 
recorded in one day, at different times and in 
different states of mind. And while we're 
here, who cares about meaning and context 
when the result is such an invigorating blast 
of endlessly circling repetitions? Beginning 
with heavily overdriven and twisted 
electronics, like Martin Rev in crowd-baiting 
mode, the album cranks up through 
pummeling tribal drum patterns and seismic 
noise shifts which sound like the earth is 
eating itself beneath your feet. Blasts of 
electrical currents explode like sparks of 
white light in your brain, followed by a final 
long and rattling comedown. Don't know 
what it all means, but it sounds fairly 
awesome, and is best listened to at 
housequaking volume. 
Euan Andrews 

in the studio: oneida 

We watched: " Pulses throb in the soft 
hollows of beautiful women's throats, and 
tears unbidden springing to their eyes as 
they first heard the rough mixes." 
We read: "Tea leaves, tarot, chicken bones. 
All promised stunning victory, worldwide 
acclaim and boundless wealth. I guess I also 
read some back issues of Tape Op piled 
underthe studio couch, and a book called 
All The Shah's Men about the CIA coup in 
Iran in the early Fifties. I'm a fucking 
Renaissance man." 

We listened to: "Epic songs that none 
could hear, save the - gentle, wise voices 
to which our ears are specially tuned. Also, 
lots of Loop." 

We ate: "Very, very well, as always. Don't 
fuck with a man's food. Radegast Biergarten 
is just down the street from the Ocropolis 
(our studio), so you can be sure there was 
no shortage of venison sausage and 
Weihenstephaner." 
(Fat Bobby) 



■til { 



us: wild beasts ■ 

Angels Of Light 

Sing 'Other People' 
(Young God) 

"I'm currently 

listening like a doe- j 

eyed girl to Sing 

Other People. If it's a 
little heavy and dark at times, it does a beautiful job of getting rid of 
that "I" and that "me" which most songwriting still has leaning over it 
like a bad Daddy; there's also a lovely vein of black humour in it. It's 
country-ish, but spiked with some group hollers, out-of-tune whistling, 
off-time handclaps, syrupy strings, and what sounds like a few jugs of 
water and a bluegrass museum being chucked down a well, if you can 
imagine. I was a fan of the earlier stuff anyhow, especially Everything 
is Good Here/Please Come Home, and indeed of Gira's Young God 
Records (who released Devendra Banhart's good stuff, for context) in 
general, but this stuff is frightening - gorgeous and wide-sounding, 
even as an MP3. Some songs to swoon over: check in to 'On The 
Mountain' or 'My Sister Said' and you'll be scrabbling for something to 
bite down on. Given the recent froth spilt over Americana, this sounds 
as timeless and as forward thinking as you wish things would all the 
time. And it's three years young. Gawd bless Gira." 
(Tom Fleming) 



Our Sleepless Forest 



Our Sleepless Forest (Resonant) 

Beauty is a tricksy thing: where it can be - as 
in, say, the coronal glare of MBV- a delirious 
drinking-in of external sensation, it can also 
lapse into solipsism - as in Galaxie 500 (who 
I love, but can only listen to alone). Our 



Sleepless Forest's precocious debut is very 
beautiful, Bark Psychosis drained of their 
paranoia and filled with digital wonder, 
acoustic melodies barely visible beneath the 
processing, FX and all-encompassing 
aqueous laptop electronics. When gauzy 
beats, or a tentative bassline, rise out of the 
translucent, twinkling depths, and give the 
songs propulsion, it sounds like Beaumont 
Hannant remixing the Atlantis national 
anthem. It's the sort of thing, in short, that 
leaves a stupid, contented grin on my face, 
especially when listened to in a comfy chair, 
the evening sunlight slanting through the 
window. Whether it makes you want to meet 
the beauty of the outside world, however, is 
another matter. 
Daniel Barrow 



The Owl Service 



A Garland Of Song (Southern) 

" Not overtly retro" claim the notes for 
this beautifully packaged thing, a touch 
disingenuously as it happens. Forthis is 
painstaking homage, albeit of the highest 
order, immediately identifiable reference 
points being Mellow Candle, Trees, 
Unhalfbricking-era Fairport et al and, 
notwithstanding the occasional doom-chord 
flourish, so studiously pre-74 as to make 
Espers sound futuristic. Among the 
immaculate folk-rock wig-outs and 
devotional trad readings ('Oxford City' is 
as beautiful a medieval murder ballad as 
can be imagined), instrumentals 'The Dorset 
Hanging Oak' and 'Lammas' are intriguing 
stand- apart hybrids in which a tentative sitar 
drone and plucked minimalism pick their 
respective paths across a yawning chasm of 
O'Malleyesque fug. It's all beautifully sung, 
played and produced throughout, and 
therein lies the only real gripe; some of these 
arrangements could only have benefited 
from some judicious murk and the kind of 
rough edge favoured by a Joe Boyd or 
(especially) Shirley Collins, both conspicuous 
influences here. 
James Papademetrie 



Soundtrack My Heart (Warp) 

Ten completely great instrumentals evoking 
stark landscapes populated by well- 



endowed anti-heroes - hunting music 
criminals from the future with pizzazz! 
'Fool InThe Rain' is a stunning assault 
on the John Carpenter precinct of 
electronic rock, flicking ice on killer 
synths. Minimalism so absolute they 
named a vodka after it. In the blood is 
an elegant feast of beastly basslines and 
beats, cinematic as all get out. 'Sing Your 
Sinners' shapes up like a spaced-out 
Notwist, technologically aroused. Sure 
these Sydneysiders don't need a neo- 
Nels Cline-type attacking the guitar like 
Wilco's 'Spiders (Kidsmoke)' breakdown, 
but they got one and boy, does this fella 
know how to rip it. Album closer is like the 
pivotal change-of-scene music from an 
episode of Charlie's Angels. Elsewhere 
just close your eyes and you're in a 
Michael Mann montage. A lot of this, 
I reckon, would leave Brian Eno pretty well 
gobsmacked. 
Shane Moritz 



Acid Or Blood (Southern) 

I hate summer. As the sun comes out, and 
brings with it the bare-skinned legions 
of humanity, the immediate impulse is to 
bar the doors. In this respect, Racebannon 
are the perfect soundtrack: Acid Or Blood 
is a veritable cavalcade of venom-spitting 
repulsion, the sound of bullet-strafed high- 
streets. The band bring forth, with precision 
and deadpan humour, a battering stream 
of articulate sonic violence, taking in death- 
grind, Eighties scum-punk, Melvins-style 
sludge, hyperactive spazz and war-metal, 
but never clearly delineating the categories: 
not a matter of Naked City jump-cutting, 
but genres smeared into a patina of 
nastiness flecked with giallo gore. Some 
tracks, whilst making sense in the context 
of the album -the amp-hum of 'Candida 
And Parasites', the creepy chorale of 
'Bella Ciao' - don't bear repeat listening, 
but standouts like 'Sister Fucker', a 
deliriously mutating ball of hyperactivity, 
Mike Anderson's David Yow-esque 
Deliverance-U\ck shriek straining at the 
leash, will agreeably accompany many a 
sunny afternoon. 
Daniel Barrow 
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blurred vision 

Words: Louis Pattison 
Illustration: Marcus Oakley 

Dino Felipe 

No Fun Demo (No Fun Productions) 

Carlos Giffoni's No Fun Productions has, prior to 
now, generally focused on more traditionally 
extreme practitioners of noise dude culture, its 
white card sleeves a reliable repository for heavy 
drone, ultra-distorted guitar and extreme analogue 
electronics. Giffoni, though, has a more tangled 
past than such output might suggest. Originally 
from Venezuela, Giffoni found his way to Miami in 
the mid-Nineties, where he formed the likes of 
Monotract, an all-Hispanic improv-punk band, and 
played in Old Bombs alongside one Dino Felipe. 

Felipe is a boyish man with a taste for distressed 
audio and a four-track imagination. The last 
decade has seen him ricochet through a dozen or 
so projects for labels like Soft Abuse and 
Schematic, smeared in paint with a big lamp 
strapped to his head. Ratherthan using his No Fun 
debut to pop speakers, however, No Fun Demo is 
a collection of tracks from 2001 to 2007 that find 
Felipe indulging his savant-songwriter side. 



It's easy to forget, in our tech no-savvy times, 
the quiet revolution that DIY home recording 
engendered. For the first time, music was a 
possibility for those who might never have 
considered themselves musicians; too shy or 
too poor to step into a studio, too unpopular to 
summon together the buddies to form an actual 
band. Four-track recording uncovered a generation 
consumed by their own introspection, tentatively 
finding their feet in the realms of recorded sound, 

Noise as pop-gone- 
wrong, high and horny 
and in love with sound 

and No Fun Demo acknowledges that era - 
although to what extent it's a tribute, or just an 
example of the form, it's hard to be sure. A lo-f i 
cartographer in the vein of Ariel Pink, Felipe digs 
through five decades of pop-cultural ephemera, 
soaking zonked basement jams and bedsit electro- 
pop in upturned buckets of echo and decay: a 
collection that feels both casually directionless 
and deliberately borderless, like the Meat Puppets 
hallucinating in front of a looped MTV infomercial, 




or a C90 compilation rescued from the dash of 
Repo Man's Chevy Malibu. 

Listen closer, though, and a theme gradually 
coalesces. In short, love: but secret, yearning, 
romantic, conducted from afar. The opening 'Stuck 
On You' is estranged obsession set to desolate 
psychedelic blues. '6 Feet Under', meanwhile, is a 
tremulous love letter doomed to never reach its 
recipient, Felipe singing "I love you so/But I don't 
think you know" borne up on a climactic, heart- 
racing drum machine. The Devo-like 'Play My 
Tape', meanwhile, seethes with secret bile - a 
fucked-up audio missive as disquieting as a ransom 
note, complete with a chorus that sounds like 
Aphex's 'Come To Daddy' covered by gawky teens 
on borrowed equipment. And there's very clearly 
times on No Fun Demo where the impulse to weird 
the fuck out takes precedence: take 'Working On 
Not', a fuzzball of bass funk and lo-fi drum claps, 
like a demented outtake from Arthur Russell's 
World Of Echo. It's not noise, in that stern, 
regimented genre sense - it's too wayward, too 
happy, too tuneful, too melancholy. But if you think 
of noise as pop gone wrong - degraded, perverted, 
dreamed and delusional -yeah, it's that: high and 
horny and in love with sound. 



LP3 (XL) 

There's a safety at the core of Ratatat's 
brusquely-named latest. Not conservatism, 
but reassurance and warmth - if electronic 
music belongs to the dark, this is the dark at 
its friendliest.The general palette is a sort of 
Delia Derbyshire'd-up take on hip-hop, but 
where that could be so very raw, it's not at 
all. Beats throb like a summer night, 
percussion patters with the flow of a bedtime 
story, TARDIS synths twinkle with the 
reassuring glow of a nightlight, and in the 
background hints of a dozen other genres 
murmur like sleepy memories. Some people 
think the Ratatat are muzaky, but that's 
tantamountto complaining a nice dream 



wasn't edgy enough. And when the pastoral 
fairy piping of 'Black Heroes' locks into a final 
groove, it's a peculiar sensation, the loveliest 
funeral march you ever did hear. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



SigurRos 



Med Sud I Eyrum Vid Spilum 
Endalaust(EMI) 

It's difficult to listen to Sigur Ros without 
imagining the sorts of wholesome nature 
programme it could soundtrack. I'm not one 
of these purists, though, who prefer a band 
to be cult. Popularity can be a brilliant thing. 
And Sigur Ros' fifth album is something 
quite beautiful. The title translates as 'With A 
Buzz In Our Ears We Play Endlessly' - a 



mission statement for eleven heavily-layered 
songs, ranging from mellow acoustica 
('G65an Daginn'), to indie geekxylophone 
music ('Innf Mer Syngur'), to plodding 
grandiosity (the nine minute 'Festival'). 
But different strands complement one 
other, making for a cohesive and rounded 
experience that envelopes the listener 
wonderfully. Oh, and for any TV producers 
reading, 'Gobbledigook' would be perfect for 
a show about Vikings. 
Natalie Boxall 



Silvery 



Thunderer And Excelsior (Blow Up) 

I know it's rubbish to go after the press 
release, but this keyboard-lead English- 



Garage pop is "not afraid to play very fast, 
and not afraid to play very slow". My band 
use to audition drummers by playing 'Johnny 
B Goode' at a dozen times faster than we 
should. By this metric, we should have been 
fucking awesome. But we weren't! We were 
shit! As are Silvery! And they aren't very fast 
or slow anyway! But they are very shit! Shit, 
I tell you! 
Kieron Gillen 



Smile Down Upon Us 



Smile Down Upon Us (Static Caravan) 

Some cursory (ie MySpace) research reveals 
that the Phelan Sheppard/ State River 
Widening/Piano Magic men two-thirds 
responsible for this lovely piece have yet to 
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meet Japanese singer and sound artist 
moomLooo, the other third. Maybe this kind 
of transglobal fileswap collaboration's been 
going on for a few years now, but the 
wondrous symbiosis here is well, wondrous. 
It's a part pastel, part UV stew of avant-pop 
joy, where ukes, woodwind, intricate field 
recordings and electronics make a perfect 
spiral around moomLooo's extraordinary 
vocal -Japanese and English, infant seraphic 
and perfectly off- kilter. The re's also some 
steely melodious muscle getting flexed here, 
and by the time the sunkissed pickings of 'My 
Body's Continents' and the filigree petal 
chimes of 'Ken Ken Pah' have struck, an 
almost trad finale of 'Tip Toe Through The 
Tulips' feels almost superfluous -but 
beautiful, nontheless. "This is great," says 
the Better Half. "And it'll be on a phone 
advert soon." She's right, so let's try and hide 
it from the culture snitches for 20 minutes 
this time. 
James Papademetrie 



7 Obstacles (Gringo) 

It's probably harder to find a modern rock 
band these days that doesn't bear the 
influence of Fugazi, but t heir legacy typically 
manifests in straightforward ways: airless 
guitars, mechanical grooves, vocals barked 
in distinct MacKaye off-key. But while Soeza 
- a septet split between Bristol and Swindon, 
active since '96 - are unmistakably acolytes 
of the Dischord sound, you feel their 7 
Obstacles owes more to the Fugazi who 
wrote 2001 's subtle, orchestrated The 
Argumentlhan any vein-popping post- 
hardcore angstfest. Alongside tangles of 
guitar and bouncing, dubby bass, we find 
twin drum kits moving in tight formation, 
male and female vocals that operate like 
a passed baton rather than jostling for space, 
and by far the most unexpected, French horn. 
Lyrically it's pretty elliptical stuff, but 'Use Of 
Globes' adopts a charismatic lope that in less 
dexterous hands you'd describe as 'swagger', 
while 'Silver Runners' is sleek, high-vaulting 
pop with that brass pumped out right in 
front. Smart. 
Louis Pattison 



Softboiled Eggies 



Try it Again (Upset the Rhythm) 

You could probably get away with saying the 
Softboiled Eggies are more British than the 
Go-Betweens and Beat Happening, because 
neither of those bands are British. However if 
you said the Eggies are more British than the 
Young Marble Giants, you would probably 
get yelled at and snubbed by your friends at 
gigs. Yet it makes a hell of a fun argument, 
given that the Eggies are products of sunny 
LA coolly mining a post-punk aesthetic 
associated with eternally grey, rainy days. 
Floating on a galaxy of warm, downbeat 
polyrhythms, crushworthy singer Janet does 
dub reggae, Raincoats covers, and tears up 
future dance parties with a triumph called 
'Can You Send Blame?' Maybe I need to get 
out more, but 'October Days' is the sexiest 
thing I've heard in a long while. 'Glassy Eyes' 
is their girly ode to rock'n'roll and if it was 
any more Calvin Johnson, it might croak. 
Shane Moritz 



Soundshok 



The Bringers Of Bloodshed (Rising) 

Man, this is one of those tightly drilled metal 
bands where you just know the drummer 



dreams in kick patterns and the guitarist is in 
a constant REM dream-state, practising 
chord changes while asleep. I bet the bass 
player moves the fingers of his left hand like 
Cliff Burton in his slumber like a dog twitchily 
chasing a dreamt-of cat, and the singer 
sounds like he has trouble sleeping. So, real 
metal is back: enjoy it on its fleeting fly-by, 
like Halley's Comet or your habitually drunk 
and long-since-absent dad. This is gut level 
enjoyable early Nineties style death metal, 
like Sepultura doing 'Refuse/Resist', or a 
relatively more recent band like Lamb Of God 
or Chimaira. There's even a song that sounds 
like 'Angel Of Death', but with The Terminator 
playing drums. Mint. 
John Doran 



Stereolab 



Chemical Chords (Duophonic/4AD) 

That Stereolab are still crafting perfect pop 
moments is cause enough to welcome this 
album with joy, but the faux-Motown 
grooves and swinging sounds of the 
satellites cruising by on a whirl of big swirling 
brass and strings are further reason for 
celebration. Chemical Chords sounds like a 
spring awakening via three to five-minute 
transmissions from a never-never-was land 
of glitterball fashion and rocket cars, a place 
where electronic elegance is everything, and 
the surface sheen of sinuous plastic curves 
moulded in primary, flattened shades 
conceal Utopian philosophies -philosophies 
only hinted at amidst the ba-ba-bas and 
clack-clack-clacks. 

Stereolab's vision of a mythologised 
cross-channel future past is one in which 
motorway service stations never gave up 
their allure, where optimism remained an 
option and rational humanism can be 
expressed in the jaunty rhythms and 
starbright melodies of musical machinery 
tuned to the key of bliss. 
Richard Fontenoy 



EndTitles. . .Stories for Film 
(Surrender All) 

Eclecticism remains the most fascinating 
curse. UNKLE have always suffered it; their 
genre skipping, their natural familiarity 
with film, their taste in guest stars, their. . . 
well, Ninetiesness. Reprising the old 
'soundtrack for a film that was never 
released' trope, this ends up feeling like a 
soundtrack for a film I'd never watch. It's 
not bad. It stinks of 'quality', which is part 
of the problem. It's eclecticism which happily 
takes in everything from downers-doused 
rock, orchestral reprises Dylan folk, and 
(the actual) Josh Homme. But-y'know- 
it was never going to have an Abba tribute. 
In the hands of a curator, eclecticism ends 
up sounding limited rather than simply a 
smaller palette, the absences ringing as 
loud as the presences - and despite some 
undeniably lovely moments, fundamentally, 
ends in albums that I can't imagine a 
situation I'd want to listen to. Good taste, 
but hard to swallow. 
Kieron Gillen 



Vessels 



White Fields And Open Devices 
(Cuckundoo) 

How to stand out in a crowded field? It's a 
question oft-asked, and when said field is 
post-rock music) and the band are suitably 
stirring live yet unproven on record, roping in 



The Paper Chase's John Congleton on 
production duties is probably a good place to 
start. Congleton's CV, of course, includes 
Explosions In The Sky, whose impression can 
be felt on this Leeds-based five-piece's 
opening salvo of tracks. 

Entree 'Altered Beast' brings to mind the 
Texans were they sharing a bed with Battles, 
its menacing spindly guitar line traversing 
towards a climax equal parts crushing/ 
twinkling. Elsewhere, the piano and vocal- 
led 'Yuki' is a thing of ambient beauty, while 
'An Idle Brain . ..' explodes from the speakers 
with a fervour last displayed by a bunch of 
Satan-fearing young Scots some eleven years 
ago. Imperfect this album may be, it remains 
a wholly absorbing experience. 
James Skinner 



The Week That Was 



The Week That Was (Memphis 
Industries) 

Field Music have always wanted to be a 
production company rather than a traditional 
band, and with this release -the solo debut 
of Peter Brewis, following brother David's 
solo excursion as School Of Language -the 
transformation is complete. The WeekThat 
Was\s damned dark, drums pounding 
throughout, tuned by bass-station synths. 
Pete's delivery veers between heartbreaking 
(as on the Beatles-esque 'The Airport Line') 
and horribly stern; the sense of paranoia 
in 'Scratch The Surface', meanwhile, is 
brilliantly effective. 

The way isolated instruments are forced 
into perfect, measured unison lays bare the 
music making process and lends a certain 
Eighties feel, the same way in which Kate 
Bush made melodramas out of machine 
functions. This also feels like a musical: the 
music supports the narrative, stories are told, 
suburban dross elevated into indie operetta 
and instructions barked as Greek chorus. 
It's this year's finest realisation of concept 
into music. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Object 47 (Pink Flag) 

More than ever, Wire are coming to resemble 
an ongoing group art project, long periods 
of dormancy followed by reactivation, 
rejuvenation, and then a long silence 
again. This time it seems, in the five years 
since Send, their last full album, that 
there have been ructions. Founding 
member Bruce Gilbert has left and one 
can only wonder whether this is placed 
in mind on Object 47s opener, 'One Of Us', 
its sing-along chorus of "One of us will live 
to rue the day we met each other" and 
lyrical theme of unfinished business that 
needs to be attended to. That aside, this 
47th installment of Wire's discography 
finds the now-trio in a state of revved-up 
hyper-pop. Rustling guitars build layer 
upon layer, and there's an instant cool- 
eyed greatness to songs like 'Mekon 
Headman' and 'Are You Ready?' In a 
universe of endless creatively-flaccid 
reunions, it's good to hearWire sounding 
more of the modern age than any of the 
bands they've inspired over the years. 
Euan Andrews 



Wolf Parade 



At Mount Zoomer (Sub Pop) 

Second album from these moustache- 
touting, progressive rock-loving Canadians 



ploughs more of an astral plain than that of 
debut Apologies To The Queen Mary, while 
still gripping the map home tightly with 
one hand. Overall, it feels like the perfect 
sophomore album in terms of progress 
and development, with edges smoothed, 
production tightened and ideas more lucid 
in their scope of inclusion, which you'll find 
either endearing or annoying as hell, 
although I'm in the former camp. 

Lyrically, revenge and lost or misplaced 
love are common themes, with lyrics such 
as "We're drifting on alone with the flies/ 
As if you didn 't know it would sting, kissing 
the beehive ". But the content has a habit 
of dissolving and decomposing, meaning 
At Mount Zoomerf eels like the stuff of 
a haunting pastoral netherworld. Perhaps 
more bands should take a trip to Mount 
Zoomer before they set off towards their 
second album. 
Ben Webster 



Welcome To Goon Island (Mute) 

Seldom has a band vexed me so. Often, the 
former Xerox Teens are superb. Yelping 
and cowbelling betweenThe Falljhese 
New Puritans andThe Rapture, ...Goon 
Island displays post-punk pace, fury, 
youth, intelligence, urgency and wit. But 
in three big ways, they are shit. One: I don't 
like to dwell on titles (you can't judge a 
book by its cover, after all), but. . .what? 
Two: forty-second blast of fairground 
music half way through... why?Three: 
ending an album that comes with a 
postcard saying 'Greetings From Goon 
Island' with a three minute antiwar 
polemic from peace protestor Brian Haw 
is weird for weirdness' sake. We're silly, 
smart, and by the way, war sucks! Loads 
of ideas, distributed badly, is my diagnosis. 
Still, 'Ba (Ba-Ba-Ba)', 'Onkawara', 'My 
Favourite Hat' and 'Only You' are a 
hundred times better than most songs, so 
the verdict probably depends on which 
way you swing in the half full/half empty 
debate. Or I'm being grumpy. 
Tom Howard 



Y'all Is Fantasy Island 



Rescue Weekend (Wise Blood 
Industries) 

2005's In Faceless Towns Forever 
was mournful and brooding, propelled and 
sustained by a dark, monstrous impulse. 
Live shows gave vent to the ghost, noisy 
and angst-ridden, with echoes of Joy 
Division. So it's perhaps surprising that 
Rescue Weekendfmds Y'all Is Fantasy 
Island's temperance restored, if tenuously. 
Largely acoustic, the album's occasional 
bursts of sax, drums, and distorted guitar 
always hint at something larger, more 
grandiose, but never truly indulged. Far from 
disappointed, I'm vibrating under a dreadful, 
tremulous tension; imagine all your favourite 
post-rock bands reduced to pure 
concentrate, burnished with glimmers of 
Grizzly Bear and Phil Elvrum. 

On penultimate track, 'What A Way 
To Run A Railroad', Adam Stafford murmurs 
th e ref ra i n , "Let's begin it all again "and 
amongst the inhale-exhale of notes you 
can almost feel the uneasy balance 
splintering. Follow-up No Ceremonyls set 
for an autumn release - early indicators 
promise the explosion at last. 
Darren Loucaides 
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The Baseball 
Project 

Volume One: Frozen 
Ropes And Dying 
Quails (Yep Roc) 

REM's Peter Buck and 
Scott McCaughey have ganged up with 
Steve Wynn (Dream Syndicate) and Linda 
Pitmon (Miracle 3) to create a whole bunch 
of songs about baseball. How do they get 
away with it? By writing a whole bunch of 
kick-ass songs that just happen to be about 
baseball. But who the fuck is the titular 'Ted 
FuckingWilliams'?(HA) 
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Ben Calvert 

The Broken Family 
Daysaver(Bearos) 

"Remember aerosols, 
and things you 
shouldn 't sniff and pass 
it on to the kids, "cautions Birmingham's 
chipper folk oracle, Ben Calvert, bestowing 
sage parental advice on 'Kids', a stand-out 
track from the theatrical lo-fi bard's latest 
dispatch. It's a booty bag of avid odes to 
poppers, love and wonderboys; he's an 
understated emancipator of West Midlands 
lyrical wisdom. (NM) 

F| Cloudland 
^^_ Canyon 

M % Lie In Light (Kranky) 

Jk If, on first listen, you 

^^| B-jm thinkthis album sounds 
^^^^^"^™ like it should have been 
recorded in Germany: it was! Just not in 
1 972. The flickering electronic influence of 
Neu ! and Kraftwerk seeps into every corner 
of what is also a very American, very Kranky, 
slice ofglisteningly blissful psychedelia. (RF) 

Coffins 

Buried Death (20 
Buckspin) 

Bastard-heavy death 
metal from Tokyo, 
Coffins' Buried Death 
is a fine example of the Japanese predilection 
for traditional genre sounds faithfully 
reinterpreted. Frontman Uchino hocks up 
black loogies with a demonic intensity, and 
the sleeve features WALKING CADAVERS, 
and your weedy pleas for 'innovation' and 
'progression' fall on dead ears. (LP) 

The Condors 

Wait For It 
(Outsider 2) 

That band from that 
seaside bar who you 
kept begging to play 
'Two Tickets To Paradise' the night you got 
totally shitfaced and busy with the mother of 
your ex-girlfriend's fiance, who walked in and 
saw you all over the mother with a bottle of 
beer foaming in your hand. (SM) 

Andy Dixon 

The Mice Of Mt 
Career (Ache) 

TheYorke-esque 
falsetto, glitches and, er, 
actual quoting of 
'Karma Police' demands comparison 
between this Vancouverite ex-punk and a 
certain Oxford band. Which is a drag, but 
modesty becomes The Mice OfMtCareer, 
Dixon's proclamations of doom are buried 
low enough for the mind to drift unhindered 








through its chiming electricityscapes, while 
the odd WTF bhangra passage reminds of 
the danger of kneejerk comparison. (AL) 

The Enemy Is Us 

Venomized 
(Bastardized) 

One side effect of 
Sweden being a social- 
democratic paradise is 
that most young Swedes play in melodic 
death metal bands. Due to their world-class 
education system, they are damn good at it 
as well. So, The Enemy Is Us are as good as 
the rest, which are all quite good. Although 
they do all sound the same. (PM) 

wvmmvm *° ° n d s 2 s ht 

Monsters 

Summer Challenge 
f.^ (Bon Voyage) 

j \ Finnish pop tykes 
L-lt-'** /L--ifl Goodnight Monsters 
upgrade to a proper recording studio for 
album two. 'Interflora Overdrive', 'Drifting' 
and the Beach Boys-lite of 'First One OnThe 
Beach' tick the "summer pop gem" box, but 
by October, this album's solar power might 
have run dry. (CL) 

The Great 
Depression 

Forever Altered 
(Fire) 

I kind of wanted The 
Great Depression to 
assail my ear-holes with a riot of ecstasy. 
Transpires their moniker's literal: the 
Wisconsin/Scotland/Copenhagen contingent 
are proficient harbingers of downbeat indie- 
rock, their latest a woebegone barrage of 
sparse pianos, swooning histrionics and 
capacious stadium ballads. (NM) 

Ida Maria 

Fortress Around My 
Heart (Waterfall) 

Hyperbole like "the 
Strokes meets 
Winehouse"sure 
precipitates The Fear in this manor. It's not 
that bad though: skinnyfit Scando pop-punk, 
with not-at-all-calculating hen night-bound 
shoutalong'l LikeYouSoMuch Better When 
You're Naked' as single. It might be better 
described as " Katrina fronting the Vapours" . 
Not that good either, then. (JP) 

Jasper TX 

Black Sleep 
(Miasmah) 

On that distant hill is 
where Sweden's Dag 
Rosenqvist plucks his 
guitar, trying to put behind him the religion 
of the small town in which he was raised. It's 
hopeless. Holy minimalism infuses his post- 
rock; all around him luminescent waters 
capture the moon's reflection, in undulating 
pools of interference and decay. (SG) 

Jupiter One 

Jupiter One 
(Cordless) 

This NY outfit create 
/J'Nhlj^ lijg undeniable magic, 
ta — — j -*^^ with emotive, melodic 
highs and euphoric lulls. The occasionally 
Sting-like vocals drag, but the arrangements 
are perfect, especially toward the end of the 









album where the jams get longer, and the 
Steely Dan-esqe harmonies kick in. (JF) 

Killing The 
Dream 

Fractures 
(Deathwish Inc) 

This is hardcore played 
to the book: tribal, 
guttural, dizzying and powerful, confronting 
demons and telling them to fuck off. Metallic 
bass and clashing guitars conjure paranoid 
drama, like Envy, Bane and Black Flag used 
to. It's all here, unapologetically, so you'll 
either love it or be bored of it by now. (JF) 

Vaughan King 

The Triumphant 
(DRS) 

Warning: this 
album's cover (curly- 
moustachioed face, 
shrouded in darkness) creates unreasonable 
expectations for the songs within, promising 
murky Conquistador rock, but delivering 
melancholy folk noodling with a tendency to 
get a bit too Newton Faulkner for comfort. 
And the spoken-word vocals on track three 
are/-ea//yirritating.(CL) 

The Kingsize 
Five 

White Light Fever 
(Little Genius) 

The Kingsive Five 
are at least nine 
(interchangeable) men and women who love 
showing off and dressing up. They play blues, 
swing and jazz really fast.They are, in many 
ways, the most fun you will ever have. But 
they are, in other ways, your worst fucking 
nightmare. (TH) 

Mockingbird, 
Wish Me Luck 

Days Come And Go 
(Blow Up) 

An eight-piece Swedish 
indie orchestra, MWML 
make music to soundtrack endless summer 
days, lazy and sweet, beaches and fields 
drenched in light. Single 'Pictures (Too BigTo 
Fit In A Sight)' highlights their most acute use 
of melody; whimsical and touching, it's akin 
to Belle And Sebastian, as is the entire 
album. (JF) 

1 Home Is Where Your 
Heart Was 
(Exceptional) 

Plej are brothers from 
Gothenburg making 
gentle house, with elements of disco and 
Balearic beats. There's a variety of styles, and 
the odd indie number is ignorable, but the 
rhythms win out. Pure, undemanding, 
sunshine. (JF) 

Prurient 

Arrowhead (Editions 
Mego) 

DominickFernow's 
debut for Peter 
Rehberg's reliably avant 
Editions Mego imprint is, at least, named 
well: this is one of the most eardrum-piercing 
records to issue yet from the Prurient 
persona, two tracks of high-end tinnitus 
scree in the vein of 'Roman Shower', the 








track you always skip on Black Vase, and the 
closing 'Lungs' - four minutes of mid-range 
maelstrom that feels like a warm bath in 
comparison. (LP) 

Eli 'Paperboy' 
Reed And The 
True Loves 

Roll With You (Q 
Division) 

A 24-year-old soul 
prodigy, Eli 'Paperboy' Reed swaggers under 
the weight of excessive comparisons to the 
greats: Sam Cooke, Al Green and Otis 
Redding among them. That Reed out-runs 
these audacious analogies is testament to 
his old-school showmanship and outlandish 
vocal talent. And it's all over this, his second 
album: Stax homages, tear-drop ballads, 
rollicking horns and gospel shuffles. (NM) 

Geoff Soule 

A Dialogue... 
(Supermega- 
Corporation) 

Sometime collaborator 
with Tara Jane O'Neil, 
The Naysayer, and The Double U - and 
sticksman with San Fran pop insurgents Fuck 
- Geoff Soule is also a solo noise connoisseur 
whose current work is a laconic frolic amid 
daily minutiae and universal concerns; 
underpinned by improvised arias, miniature 
wig-outs and Spartan psalms. (NM) 

Spork 

Many Of Them 
Seriously (Scratchy) 

Londoners Spork 
specialise in big, brawny 
electronica laid over 
fuzzed-outtrip hop beats. If that sounds like 
your cup of tea, then it probably is. The 
supple, bass-led grooves are ideal for drifting 
off in the early hours, but are light on 
emotional impact. (CL) 

Two Cow Garage 

III (Household Name) 

Ever been to Ohio? It's 
boring as fuck. Why do 
youthinkTwoCow 
Garage have toured 
Europe so many times? Still, that's where 
|l see them, back home playing their 
plodding alt-country in little bars, to no one 
in particular. Thematically, ///circles around 
the struggle to 'make it', but the overly husky, 
broken vocals fail to drown out the 
immaturity of their topics. (DL) 

__ This Is The Kit 

^d ^h Krulle Bol (Microbe) 

wK^ B It's hard not to develop 
H[ a crush on Kate Stables' 

voice: pure, warm, 
relaxed and friendly, as 
English as soggy chips. It's a youthful beauty 
that shines through, made timeless bythe 
folk-forms it serves - banjo-picking US 
countryfolk, acoustic balladry, even dark lo-fi 
menace - and all of it utterly beguiling. (DS) 

Brief notes by: Hayley Avron, Jonathan 
Falcone, Richard Fontenoy, Spencer 
Grady, Tom Howard, Chris Lo, Darren 
Loucaides,Andrzej Lukowski, Nicola 
Meighan, Patrick Moran, Shane Moritz, 
James Papademetrie, Louis Pattison, 
Daniel Spicer 
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when the af robeat hits you will feel no pain 

Words: Stevie Chick 

Illustration: Overture 

So hip it even has its own radio station in Grand 
Theft Auto IV: Stevie Chick navigates the recent 
flood of Af robeat and highlife reissues 

Various: Nigeria 70: Lagos Jump (Strut) 

Fela Ransome-Kuti: Lagos Baby: 1963-69 (Vampi) 

Various: Highlife Time: Nigerian And Ghanaian Sound From The 

Sixties And Early Seventies (Vampi) 

Various: Nigeria Rock Special (Soundway) 

Various: Lagos Shake: ATony Allen Chop Up (Honest Jon's) 



You find me sat backstage at London's Astoria 
venue, sometime in 2003; I'm on assignment to 
interview The Mars Volta, polymorphous sonic 
adventurers whose most abstruse moments are 
always anchored by a pulverising rhythmic 
sensibility, which they will later explain derives from 
the influence of salsa music and the Afrobeat of Fela 
Kuti. Indeed, the din pouring from the hi-fi in the 
corner of their dressing room - like adrenaline, 
amphetamine, an ecstasy equal to a million 
simultaneous heart-attacks, all expressed as sound - 
is the 1971 live album Kuti recorded in Nigeria 
with Cream drummer Ginger Baker, a brass riot 
sinewy with tension. This, it turns out, istheVolta's 
pre-gig ritual, immersing themselves in this joyous, 
venomous carnival till their every joint and extremity 
twitches with nervous, glorious energy, so they can 
then swing out onstage and jitter and careen to a 
communal, bristling polyrhythm. 

Even now, it feels lame to say it out loud, that it 
took a major-label rock band to open my ears to Fela 
and his followers. The World section of any record 
store was foreign to my ignorant ears; who knew 
I could so absolutely dig what lay in those racks? 
Wasn't that where the unimaginable terrors of the 
panpipe lurked? But then I'd only discovered funk in 
my teens, having exhausted the heavy rock canon 
and finding in the rancid grooves of early Funkadelic 
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a grimy mess of guitar wail and 
sublime low-end that the charts of 
the early Nineties seemed to lack. By 
2003, I'd exhaustively pored over 
James Brown's golden era closely 
enough that I was ready to lose 
myself in another similarly 
shamanistic funk leader; the 
following summer was sound- 
tracked by countless Fela albums and 
other African nuggets sourced by 
labels like Strut, on compilations that 
are now out-of-print and highly 
sought after. 

Strut's recent re-animation, 
however, is good news for any lovers 
of swarming polyrhythmic noise. Lagos Shake isn't 



Like adrenaline, 
amphetamine, an 
ecstasy equal to a 
million simultaneous 
heart-attacks 



as purely dancefloor-friendly as the label's original 
Nigeria 70 sets, but is of dependably high quality. 
From the hypnotic pulse of opener 'Yabis', by 
Sir Shina Peters And His International Allstars, 
to the flick-knife scratch guitar 'Ekuzu Buzo' by 
Bola Johnson And His Easy Life Top Beats, to the 
morphic funk of Eric 'Showboy' Akaeze's 'Wetin 
De Watch Goat', it's edgy and tense party music, 
infested in every corner with ideas and energy. 

American label Vampi, meanwhile, offers two 
lushly-packaged compilations; Lagos Baby 
anthologises Fela's pre-history, when his music 
had yet to take its recognised martial, electric 
form, weaving between jazz and its African 
counterpart, highlife, its blare of oddly-tuned 
brass discovering off-kilter new chords, so even 



these crackly archival tapes sound fresh as live. I'll 
take He M/ss/?oac/ over this album every time, but 
it's too charming to be mere historic artefact. 
Vampi's Highlife Time is similarly recommended. 

Part of the fascination I feel for Afrobeat 
and African funk lies in the way it is both familiar 
and alien, in the new shapes it twists from the 
recognisable funk blueprint. It lies in how these 
musicians refract American R'n'B and jazz through 
their polyrhythmic lens, although - as with Sixties 
garage rock -the sounds created by low-budget 
recording techniques are also part of the charm, 
the electrifying, chaotic thrill only cheap equipment 
can deliver, like how Ofo The Black Company's 
super-distorted nugget 'Allah Wakbarr' rocks at 
least as hard as the similarly feral 'I Wanna Be 
Your Dog' by The Stooges. 

Many selections found on Nigeria Rock Special 
are of a similar mettle ('Allah Wakbarr' itself can 
be found on Luaka Bop's Love's A Real Thing comp), 
redrawing rock'n'roll with a supple and bustling 
rhythmic sensibility and pulpy psychedelic fuzz- 
guitar runs. 'Igba Alusi' by Original Wings is a 
restless, reinvented math-rock, exultation lying 
where muso frowning once lurked; The Elcados' 
'Ku Mi Da Hankan', meanwhile, equals Santana's 
'Samba Pa Ti' for blissed-out classic rock noodling. 
These obscure echoes of funk, soul, rock and 
psychedelia grant our ears that impossible dream: 
to experience that which we love again, as if for 
the first time. 

Lagos Shake offers a further, and explicit, 
instalment of this creative conversation between 
Africa and its global diaspora, with the likes of 
Carl Craig, Bonde do Role and Diplo remixing 
and reinterpreting tracks from Tony Allen's 2005 
album Lagos No Shaking. Most startling is Craig's 
'Kilode', a spacey and haunted House epic based 
around chants and Fela-esque organ stutters, 
but Hypnotic Brass Ensemble's 'Sankofa' is 
equally impressive, horns brooding with grand 
menace and heavy pathos, imagining some 
dream collaboration between Fela and 
EnnioMorricone. 
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Words: Melissa Bradshaw 
Illustration: John Gambino 

Ragga Twins 

Step Out: Birth Of Sound (Soul Jazz) 

When Flinty Badman and Deman Rockers went 
round to meet the Shut Up And Dance producers 
for the first time in 1 990, they were surprised to 
find they knew PJ from their primary school, and 
Smiley from their Unity Sound days. They arrived at 
the studio with the intention of recording a track 
with the two hardcore producers, payback for a 
Ragga Twins vocal sample SUAD had earlier nicked 
off a Unity cassette. The result was a series of 
recordings that - along with music by the likes of 
4Hero and Lennie De Ice - radically altered the face 
of British music. 

The Ragga Twins met SUAD a year before 
Goldie's then-girlfriend Kemistry (herself a DJ) 
introduced the graffiti artist to 4Hero and Fabio & 
Grooverider's night Rage. It was the summer of 
1 992, and a sound was evolving which - by virtue 
of its fast, difficult tempo -radically distinguished 
itself from the rest of the music being played there; 
soon, it became known as Jungle. Collecting 
together almost all of the Ragga Twins' otherwise 
ultra-rare tracks from this period (oddly, 'Hooligan 
69', with its blatant plagiarism of Prince's 'Let's Go 



Crazy' and its space-age bleep, is absent, possibly 
due to clearance issues), Step Out reminds us just 
how seminal they were. And the music is spine- 
tinglingly good. 

From 1 985 to1 990, Flinty and Deman worked 
on the Unity Soundsystem, vying with Saxon for 
the crown of the UK sound-systems. Where Saxon 
had pioneered fast-chat, Unity specialised in a 

These tunes would 
have gone off at the 
legendary Labyrinth in 
Hackney, where Es and 
scuffles with the feds 
were rife 

warm, deep sound with bleepy melodies and 
unforgettable vocal hooks. Teamed up with SUAD, 
the Ragga Twins pushed fast-chat into a harsher, 
ravier, and spacier territory most, apparent on 
closer 'The Truth' (from the 1 992 Ragga Twins EP), 
where bellicose and barely decipherable vocals 
fight their way among fiery blasts and sirens, 
sounding like the blueprint for Jungle MC history. 
Then there are tracks like 'Shine Eye' (featuring 
Junior Reid), or 'Spliffhead', where mellowsub 



bass is met with PJ &Smiley's unmatched knack for 
stealing exactly the right subterraneous breakbeat 
or soaring vocal to send their concoction of mellow 
grooves into euphoric stratospheres. 'Spliffhead' 
appears in the original and the remixed form, 
which found its way onto the 1 992 LP Reggae 
Owes Me Money. 'Hard Drugs', from the Unity 
sound days, is a reggae-based admonition against 
narcotics; given that a lot of these tunes would 
have gone off at the legendary Labyrinth in 
Hackney, where Es and scuffles with the feds were 
rife, drugs are more than a subtext. Anthem 'Good 
Times', released in 1 992, is a demand for drug-free 
living, but with its incomparably mellow, humming 
synths, gentle kicks and rolling snares, it is utterly 
addictive. Musical references to drugs infest 
this collection. 

Overall, there is a freedom, conveyed by the 
different formulas each track tries out, the spacious 
dimensions they create, and a timbral warmth that 
is sorely lacking in modern tracks with updated 
production techniques. Now that it's the age of 
grime and dubstep, and drum and bass has 
become a tired reiteration from a formula of deep 
bass, hyperkinetic rhythms and sampling, this is a 
timely reissue. Not just because artists (dubstep 
artists in particular) are now referring back to this 
sound; the soul of these recordings has never quite 
been matched. 



Darkthrone 



Frostland Tapes (Peaceville/Tyrant) 

You hear so much about total fucking kvlt 
necro black metal these days that actually 
cracking the seal on Frostland Tapes, a 
three CD collection of Darkthrone's earliest 
demos, feels a little like topping up that 
Holy Grail. 

Four demo tapes recorded between 
the years of 1 986 and 1 990 capture 
Darkthrone's evolution from grimm teens 
(greems?) playing primitive metal influenced 
by punk and NWOBHM through degraded 
tape hiss (although don't set your hopes too 



high -" I was kind of hoping I'd never have to 
hear it again", writes Fenriz of the 'Land 
Of Frost' tracks, and you can sort of see 
why) to the more cleanly produced, 
technically accomplished death metal of 
1 989's 'Cromlech'. 

Also included here is 1 991 's long-lost 
Goatlord, Darkthrone's aborted second 
album, confined to the vaults after Fenriz 
and co took a turn to the black, slapped 
on the corpsepaint, and started work on 
their first flat-out classic black metal 
record, 1 992's A Blaze In The Northern Sky. 
Louis Pattison 



Darren Hayman 



Great British Holiday EPs 
(Belka/Static Caravan) 

The former frontman of Hefner, Hayman's 
observations have always been both poetic 
and visual in nature. This collection of 
EPs, written in various traditional English 
seaside resorts whisk the listener to a 
drizzled, depleted coast and relish the 
surreal beauty of porcelain guarded castles. 
'The Caravan Song' is a gorgeous strum on 
a ukulele with pizzicato bass, Hayman 
cheerfully depicting people and their 
nuances. These home recordings are 



crisp, while the cover artwork is wonderfully, 
perfectly naff. 

There are covers here too; Lindsey 
Buckingham's 'Holiday Road' (which 
you might remember from National 
Lampoons Vacation) captures the 
melancholy of a bad holiday with its 
wistful harmonies. As touching and 
stirring as any Hefner release, with a 
bonus DVD of videos providing further 
chuckles and sighs at the expense of 
England's rapidly crumbling former 
tourist traps. 
Jonathan Falcone 
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I've never thought of 
Lydia Lunch as a sex 
symbol: more, pure sex 



groovy hate fuck 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Anna Higgie 

Teenage Jesus And The Jerks 

Shut Up And Bleed (Cherry Red) 

Here's a regret (me, and a thousand others). 

I never got to fuck Lydia Lunch. 

Of course I realise it's disrespectful to say 
that about someone I barely know, especially 
when it's based on quality of voice, perceived 
attitude, achievement. Or is it? Is it worse to 
want to have carnal relations with someone 
because of what they made of themselves, 
ratherthan looks? Notthat I have anything 
against Lydia's looks, but I've never thought of 
Lydia Lunch as a sex symbol; more, pure sex. 

I can no longer deny it. Thirty years on 
from hearing the first jagged abrasion 
on Teenage Jesus' Pink EP I still feel those 
butterf I ies spasm when I hear the skittish 
drumbeat on 'Burning Rubber' feed through, 
the petulant saxophone blaring all over 'The 
Closet'. The fact I know Lydia has been 
obsessed with exploration throughout her 
career -exploration and commentary- only 
increases the desire. 

Teenage Jesus And The Jerks, Lydia's first 
rock band, was all about sex: sharp, inspired, 



aggressive, irritating blasts of noise and 
saxophone: jagged, visceral, in-yr-face, 
arrogant, inspirational. Lydia was 16 
when Teenage Jesus formed, and totally 
annoying (to the establishment). New 
York was thrashing through its No Wave 
exorcism: James Chance and Lydia 
rediscovering different values in sex and 
rhythm, Talking Heads redefining funk as 
college geek chic, Television making it 
acceptable for Rolling Stone to write 
about the sound. Teenage Jesus were 
totally feral, animalistic in their approach - 
rarely did a song ricochet past a minute 
(certainly not live, and certainly not on 
their debut EP). And yet their deadpan, 
rigorous approach and noise still resonates 
down the years. 

Take a listen to 'Freud In Flop', 'See 
Pretty' or the near-epic (for them) two 
minutes and 43 seconds of 'Staircase' and you 
tell me that Lydia and gang didn't invent Sonic 
Youth right there. Even Thurston 
acknowledges the debt. Take a listen to 'Less 
Of Me' and you tell me that you can't hear 
Babes In Toyland, early Bikini Kill, Free Kitten, 
STP...a host of feral others. ..crashing through 
the cymbal and basic guitar, and Lydia's lyrics 
of unpleasantness and distaste. 



Of course I wanted to fuck Lydia. She was 
the same age as me, unlike all those other, 
more-feted musicians. She clearly followed 
her own path, which is always attractive. She 
was complete anathema to my life, stuck in 
suburban Essex reading about punk in the 
Sunday supplements, untamed, untrammeled 
and deliciously spun free to follow her own 
path. She was woman, but on a real basic scale 
that Ramones-loving me could understand 
and relate to. She had that whole uber-cynical, 
disaffected New York thing going on. And her 
music fucking kicked ass so bad ! So fucking 
bad: in the space of a few short blasts of guitar 
(what fucking chords?) and screams she 
reduced the rest of rock music to rubble. 
"I thought punk was lousy Chuck Berry music 
amped up to play triple fast," she once 
commented. She also appreciates two primary 
rules: saxophone is far sexier than guitar; 
women are waysuperiorto men. 

Teenage Jesus simultaneously destroyed as 
they created, and that's the most attractive of 
all. And of course, irony upon ironies, in Lydia's 
stringent vocals and their funk-less sound they 
were supremely, obviously The Opposite Of 
Sex. Greatest punk band of all time? I ain't 
going to say it (cos music sure ain't no 
competition), but... 



The Droids 



Star Peace (Repressed) 

Jaded and spoiled in the info-rich and 
option-clouded late Noughties, it's easy to 
forget how unself-conscious, how 
idealistically pre-teeny machine music 
used to sound. The sci-fi dress-up of 
space disco, as represented here via the 
wordless nightsky cruises of tracks like 
'Interspace' and wrapped in a starfield 
sleeve, proves a wormhole. So: the 
luminous, unhurried melody of '(Do You 
Have) The Force' is a cosified village ritual 
for vector volk just welcoming computers 



into their homes; a Seventies generation 
whose big technologies were synthesis 
and miniaturisation -the impossible purity 
of the electronic soundworld a realm of 
ideas, energy freed from matter. Thus: 
space operatics of dubby phasers, zirconian 
refrains spirographing prettily thru the 
spaces, glutinous pseudo-funk, whole 
choirs tardised into tubes. Oh, sure, it 
was dance music, often opportunistic, 
sometimes crass - but it was looking at 
the stars, as inspiration and destination. 
Furthermore: aww. 
kicking_k 



Festival Dada Pans 



Soiree Du Coeur A Barbe (LTM) 

Those of our reading gentlefolk wishing to 
break decisively with the subcultural melee 
of the day would be well advised by this 
author to consider an anti-career as a 
waltzing Dadaist anachronism. Conveniently, 
this timely compilation, bringing trained 
musical talents like Satie, Milhaud and Auric 
into the irregular orbit of gifted provocateurs 
such as Picabia and Duchamp, will render 
both example and ambience to plan scandals 
in one's garret to. Those who have spent 
fruitful years deranging their senses will 



bridle at Picabia's 'La Nourrice Americaine' 
("three notes repeated to infinity") reduced 
to a mere 3:06 - barely enough time to 
carelessly pen the opening insults of a good 
manifesto - but Georges Ribemont- 
Dessaignes' works, made by "a sort of 
pocket roulette wheel" are given more room 
to breathe. The calibre of anti-artist herein is 
best expressed by an account, not of one of 
their performances but a Futurist event they 
derailed admirably: "Marinetti asked 
indulgence for Russolo, who had been 
injured in the war, and had undergone a 
serious operation on his skull. This moved the 
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Dadaists to demonstrate violently how little 
impressed they were by a reference to the 
war. . .the public's horror was a joy to 
behold." Encore unefois. 
kicking_k 



Joe Higgs 



Life Of Contradiction (Pressure Sounds) 



Various Artists 



Micron Music Presents: Every Mouth 
Must Be Fed 1973 To 1976 
(Pressure Sounds) 

Originally released on Micron in 1 975, Life Of 
Contradiction was unique in its lack of Rasta- 
centric sloganeering, which by the mid- 
seventies had become a form of lyrical 
hegemony within dub and reggae. Instead, 
Higgs relied on a horizontal positivist 
existentialism that floated upon sun-soaked 
harmonies, and found itself anchored by laid 
back rhythms and adorned by "guitar 
decorator" Eric Gale. Without the pioneering 
early releases of Higgs and the opportunities 
created by the establishment of Kingston's 
Micron Music, the likes of King Tubby, I Roy, 
Tommy McCook, Lee 'Scratch' Perry and U 
Roy -all of whom appear on Every Mouth... 
-would have not been allowed the 
opportunity to make music, and bass culture, 
as we know it, would have become a very 
different creature indeed. Every Mouth. . . is 
a celebration of the time between 1 973-76 
when Jamaican music rose to global 
prominence, thanks to labels such as Micron. 
Ben Webster 



Lurker Of Chalice 



Lurker Of Chalice (Southern Lord) 

Leviathan garnered a fairly enviable US black 
metal cult rep for themselves thanks to a 
steady output of punishing songs about 
suicide and the occult. Vocalist Wrest took 
time out to release this solo effort (which 
Southern Lord have helpfully rereleased) in 
2005, and it gives the impression that it 
uncorked a lot of creative demons. 
Everything is recorded with such leaden 
monotony-the main factor rendering it 
taggable as black metal -that it sounds like 
it's emerging from under a coat of dust, but 
Lurker Of Chalice is eccentric and evidently in 
love with the possibilities of 
experimentation. 

'Minions' is in a winter wonderland of its 
own: troglodyte doom avec snowdrift of 
Celtic Frosting that turns without warning 
into space-synth cornballery meets slowcore. 
'Granite' is manpig vokills, Shaggs drumming 
and Stars Of The Lid drone in perpetuity, and, 
as with most of LOC, manages to be pretty 
unnerving despite this. 
Noel Gardner 



My Bloody Valentine 



Loveless (Sony) 
Isn't Anything (Sony) 

While it looks like Kevin Shields' liner notes 
for these rereleases may yet become as 
mythical as that oft-promised, never- 
delivered new MBV album, Loveless does 
come with an extra CD featuring a version 
remastered by Shields himself, promising a 
shiny new, improved sound. In either version, 
/.oi/e/ess remains as shockingly beautiful, 
brilliant and innovative as the day it finally 
arrived at our local record store (we'd 
ordered it with saved up pocket money, on 
the basis of a review which described it as 
the work of crazed insomniacs who 
somehow captured the sound of dreaming). 



Kevin Shields claimed to have been 
influenced by drum'n'bass and hip-hop, and 
loops and beats occasionally surface from 
beneath his infinitely layered guitar noise 
smears of aural jelly. But it's the way the 
rhythm is somehow sublimated by the 
euphoric vocal harmonies that makes these 
records so unique: if rock'n'roll was meant to 
encode sex in a dance music format, My 
Bloody Valentine push the inherent eroticism 
of that dance musicto the limit beyond 
which there are no bodies, just melting flesh, 
soft as snow but warm inside. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Osorezan 



Mimidokodesuka (Drag City) 

You know those rock family trees that men in 
denim waistcoats spaff over? Well, I pity the 
fool who tries to piece this one together. 
Featuring serial collaborator, studio hermit 
and all-round Chicago improv God Jim 
O'Rourke, the all-kicking and clicking and 
scratching improv drum octopus that is Chris 
Corsano, and monolithic bass caresser Darin 
Gray, ex- of math noise protagonists 
Dazzling Killman, Mimidokodesuka, as you 
would expect, is a relatively dynamic affair, 
and not too dissimilar in sound to Rourke's 
previous work with Original Silence. First 
track 'Form Of A Collapse. . . ' is arctic in its 
landscape, complete with glacial bells, icicle 
xylophones, and frost bitten Jandek stylings. 
Gray's fingers forever avalanche down the 
neck to create ever-consuming upright bass 
rumblings and slaps, laterforming tightly 
packed snapshots that anchor the piece. 
Ben Webster 



1,2,3 (-scape) 

Compiled from what now looks increasingly 
like Stefan Betke's seminal early works, it's 
worth pondering just how much the Pole 
sound influenced certain strains of both 
dubstep and micro-electronica, especially 
that of the Skull Disco variety. Founded at he 
place where minimal techno of the Basic 
Channel kind and electronic dub lay down 
together and intertwine, the warm coils of 
bass writhe from slow to moderate speed 
rhythms, while melodica and distant voices 
crackle through the damaged Waldorf pole 
filter which gave the project its name. 

Listened to as a whole, the three albums 
and a few extra tracks positively ripple with 
energies which are both elegantly laid back 
and delicately gripping. It's possible to bathe 
in the almost incandescent analogue glow 
one minute before being swept off into a 
stepping haze of interlocked liquid rhythms 
the next without once breaking the spell. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Jay Reatard 



Singles 06-07 (In the Red) 

The kind (and resourceful) people at In the 
Red have gathered together all those 
glowing Jay Reatard seven-inches and 
packed them into one riveting album. 
Charting his solo period progression, our 
multi-tasking lo-fi hero jump-starts the 
1 7-track collection with the shattering 'Night 
Of Broken Glass' and scrambles relentlessly 
through the recent past to early Blood 
Visions cuts from 2006. Much of his prolific 
and accomplished output from the period is 
less sonically ostentatious than his startlingly 
good debut, but don't misconstrue - the 
cleaner touch is ready to send jolts down 




John Baker 

The John Baker Tapes Volumes 1 And 2 (Trunk) 

He may not have ever chanced upon an equivalent to Delia 
Derbyshire's Tardis-shaped passport to immortality, but as a 
key member of the BBC Radiophonic Workshop, John 
Baker's music reached just as many living rooms, one 
painstakingly tape-spliced note at a time. Assembled with love by Alan 
Gubby, Trunk Records and his surviving brother Richard Anthony Baker, 
Volume 1 of this compilation covers Baker's workshop pieces from 1 963 until 
1 974, when he was sacked by the BBC, a depressed, alcoholic burnout. 

Coming from a jazz background, Baker gave his sine waves something of 
a finger-clicking swing. A snippet from Woman's Hour here has him 
explaining how their listeners' letters jingle -a kind of proto 'Popcorn' of 
nonchalant oddness - was crafted from a single recording of water glugging. 
But the jauntiness was a fragile one, prone to being swept away by harsh 
alien winds or creeping nuclear dread. 'Vendetta: The Ice Cream Man' is 
hep beatnik grooves formed from the junk of a trashed planet, 'Dial M 
For Murder' sounds like the telephone failing to rouse you from a nightmare 
of perforation by glass shards, while the eerie glass harmonics of '20th 
Century Focus' and sinister decaying echoes of 'Building The Bomb' speak 
for themselves. 

The unreleased library music, adverts and home recordings collected in 
Vo/c/me 2 similarly put the strange into the service of the mundane, from 
soundtracks-in-waiting such as 'Electro-Aggression' to adverts for Omo and 
Girobank, heralding a future still recognisable 40 years on, even if it didn't 
turn out exactly how Baker heard it, 
Abi Bliss 
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your neck from the first moment. Eminently 
ramshackle gems burst forth one after 
another, Reatard's piercing vocals carving 
hideously catchy melodies that will rumble 
round your head for days. 
DrSwan 



Simple Minds 



Themes (EMI) 

This 25 CD box set is as grand in intent, as 
bombastic and bloated as the band 
themselves ultimately became. On the other 
hand, the first nine CDs here also showcase 
how fantastic Simple Minds were during 
their first seven albums. Like fellow post 
punk pioneers Killing Joke, they were as 
much into Can and Giorgio Moroder as Iggy 
Pop, and this is obvious on the 'I Feel Love' 
referencing 'I Travel'. Early singles such as 
'The American' and 'Love Song' are here in 
full 12-inch glory alongside arguably their 
finest moment, 'Theme For Great Cities', epic 
proto-Balearic trance. 

It gets awful rapidly, though, and 
'Don't You Forget About Me' is less like 
a leather gloved Judd Nelson punching 
the air than him hitting you straight in the 
sweet meats. 
John Doran 



Methods Of Dance (EMI) 

If this reissues compilation from the early 
Eighties is what dancing was like back then, 
you've got to wonder what the drugs were 
like; still, I'd do the 8-bit robot to any of these 
little numbers, no fear. The avant-hardcore of 
yesteryear doesn't date; it just starts to 
sound weird and dark and wonky. Japan, 
China Crisis, and Culture Club won't 
necessarily make your party go with a bang, 
but it might make your bangin' feel like a 
party as you do the comedown wild-thing 
with your sophisticated sexual partners and 
special friends. It's one for the disco-nerds, 
for marvellously retro-tastic bohemians, and 
for those who hang in the kitchen at parties 
and only dance when drunk. And it suits me 
fine, because I do the best robot this side of 
1 984, 1 swear, when BEF is on the speakers. 
Jesse Darlin' 



Well Hung: 20 Funk-Rock Eruptions 
From Beneath Communist Hungary 
(Finders Keepers) 

At a recent event in London, some of the 
UK's top music theorists discussed the 
historical role of politics and protest in 
popular music. Perhaps unsurprisingly, they 
neglected to mention the revolutionary funk 
rock of the likes of Sarolta Zalatnay, Omega 
Redstar or Locomotiv GT that blasted out 
from the underbelly of communist Hungary. 
In a country deprived of the joys of Coca- 
Cola, there was no way the ruling classes 
would allow late Sixties American and 
English music to gain a foothold. Step 
forward a small brigade of Hungarian 
funkateers, huge stars in their day in the 
Eastern block, but sadly largely ignored in 
theWest.Thanksto Finders Keepers we can 
now enjoy the super funky 'Ringasd El 
Magad No. 2' by Anna Adamis and Gabor 
Presser or freak out to the psychedelia of 
'Add Mar Uram Az Esot!' by Kati Kovacs 
whenever the hell we like. 
Stuart Aitken 



Wooden Shjips 



Vol 1 (Holy Mountain) 

This is a collection of long-deleted vinyl 
tracks, but it sounds like there was some sort 
of roadmap, even if it was scribbled on the 
back of an envelope filter. Wooden Shjips 
seem like a band who never had truck with 
the notion that Alan Vega stuck his vocals 
through too many echo units; and who 
realised that what Suicide really needed was 
several sheets of guitars, heavily-drenched in 
as many effects as possible, slathered over 
the scuzzy keyboards. That's more or less 
what they've done, ramping up the noise and 
shifting chords with reckless abandon into 
overdrive like they're cruising for a 
particularly devastating autobahn pileup. 
Tottering precariously around the pitfalls of 
lo-fi quirkiness, its admirable how deftly the 
fine line between avant-skronkand 
propulsive stoner splurge is skipped across, 
as backmasked lysergic ramblings interrupt 
the freaks at their acid-testing best. 
Richard Fontenoy 
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off the iceberg 

Words: Euan Andrews 

Crumbling communities, suicidal penguins and the long dark night of 
the soul... but at least the seats are comfy: Plan B stalks the aisles at the 
Edinburgh Film Festival 

Encounters At The End Of The World: dir Werner Herzog, 2008, Creative Differences, 99 minutes 
Sleep Furiously: dir Gideon Koppel, 2008, Bard Entertainments, 94 minutes 
Of Time And The City: dirTerence Davies, 2008, Hurricane Films, 75 minutes 
Somers Town: dir Shane Meadows, 2008, Optimum Releasing, 75 minutes 
Portrait Of Jason: dir Shirley Clarke, 1 967, Second Run, 1 05 minutes 



Cinema should sear images and impressions onto 
your brain, make you think and laugh and smile 
also, but it should communicate something to you 
which can only be experienced in a visual medium. 
Right now, seared onto my brain is an image of a 
penguin, running through the endless, icy vistas of 
Antarctica away from its colony, towards mountains 
where it shall inevitably perish. Werner Herzog's 
mercilessly droll voice-over on his new documentary 
Encounters At The End Of The World offers 
no solutions; perhaps the bird just went insane, 
couldn't bear existence a second longer and started 
running. This beautiful, strange and, frankly, very 
funny film documents a series of meetings with 
disparate people who have literally fallen to the 
bottom of the Earth and formed communities in a 
hostile environment where it seems even the wildlife 
may crack at any moment. Herzog's commentary at 
times seems to poke fun at his sometimes eccentric 
subjects (he snaps over an interview with one much 
travelled lady who ended up at the South Pole, " Her 
story goes on for ever! ") and his global pessimism is 
much in evidence, but this is a film with a joyous and 
playful feel, and proves that penguins are funny 
even when committing suicide. 

An isolated community is also the subject of 
Gideon Koppel's Sleep Furiously, an almost still- 
life portrait of a declining Welsh farming village. 
While the film has a serenely pastoral feel, elderly 



ladies chatting in farmhouse kitchens and the 
regular welcome for the mobile library, this is clearly 
a way of life for which time is running out. Rural 
resources and services are shutting down; any future 
generation willing to remain is disappearing. 
Soundtracked by the more nostalgically melancholy 
parts of Aphex Twin's back catalogue, this is a film 
which doesn't ram anything down your neck, but 
expresses itself with simple cinematic poetry. 



A series of meetings 
with disparate people 
who have literally 
fallen to the bottom 
of the Earth 



Speaking of cinematic poetry, the return of 
director Terence Davies after eight years is cause for 
celebration. Of Time And The City is a personal 
meditation on his Liverpool hometown, almost 
entirely composed from found footage dating from 
the Forties to the Eighties, mixed with musical 
selections (no Beatles, mercifully) and Davies' own, 
wry, rich voiceover. It's not a film which need seen to 
be solely about Liverpool, but about every city 



everywhere and the collective memories and 
hidden, secret pasts which gather in every urban 
space. Of Time And The City is a flat-outwork of art, 
a thing of great beauty. The hidden city is also a 
feature of Shane Meadows' Somers Town, a 
bittersweet tale set around London's St Pancras. 
Orphanage runaway Tomo (Thomas Turgoose, 
building on his acclaimed turn in Meadows' This Is 
England) arrives in London with little except the 
clothes on his back, and following a mugging, 
barely escapes with even them. He strikes up a 
tentative friendship with Polish teenager Marek 
(Piotr Jagiello), a shy, lonely boy whose father is 
working on the Eurostar construction. Marek 
spends solitary days taking photographs of the 
strange city he has found himself in, and these two 
lost boys begin to mutually rely on each other for 
support in this new urban sprawl. Far removed from 
the bitterness of Meadows' most recent work, 
Somers Town presents a city filling with new arrivals 
in search of new lives. An overwhelmingly positive 
film, which doesn't shy away from social realities. 
This year's EIFF also presented an indispensable 
retrospective of the work of Shirley Clarke, an 
almost forgotten figure of modern cinema. A New 
York contemporary of Stan Brakhage and Jonas 
Mekas, the retrospective covered her early short 
films from the Fifties, much influenced by her 
dancing and choreography training, her later 
pioneering video work and, perhaps most 
importantly, her first three features: The 
Connection (1 962), The Cool World (1 964) and 
the unforgettable Portrait Of Jason (1967). While 
the first two are evocative, atmospheric narratives 
set within New York low life, Portrait Of Jason is 
simply a camera and one man, Jason Holliday. 
Shot over 1 2 hours in one night, Holliday speaks 
of his life, background, and exploits as a houseboy. 
But as the booze begins to run down his throat he 
begins recounting the seedier aspects of his life as a 
gay hustler. By the film's end, Jason is undergoing a 
dark night of the soul, laid to waste for us all to see. 
It's a funny, brutal, challenging and amazing film 
and if you ever get the chance, you should see it. 
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odd composer 

Words: Neil Cooper 



Sing-along-a Bill Wells with his new book of scrapbook biography and jazz 
notation, The Loathsome Reel 



"I had a dream that I was on a bus going to a Beach 
Boys convention somewhere in the USA. The bus 
stopped and picked up a crowd of beautiful, 
blonde, suntanned Californian types who, after 
they had all got seated on the bus and while it was 
at the stop, stood up and launched into this: an 
imaginary coda to a Beach Boys song. " 

As an illustration of how composer, pianist and 
bass player Bill Wells' 
mind works, the 
anecdote above to 
'On The Beach Boys 
Bus,' recorded by Wells 
and MaherShalal Hash 
BazfortheirOsa/:a 
Bridge collaboration 
album, is perfect. This 
gem and others can be 

found in The Loathsome Reel Book, a gorgeously 
packaged collection of 61 musical scores by Wells, 
each one no more than a page long. 

With illustrations by former Pastel Annabel 
Wright, there's plenty of room for footnotes 
outlining each piece's recording history alongside 
assorted scrapbook cuttings of bad reviews, 
sketches and dedications to a Who's Who of leftf ield 
music, ranging from jazz trombonist Annie 
Whitehead, Barbara Morgenstern and To Rococco 
Rot's Stefan Schneider to Future Pilot AKA's Sushil K 
Dade and Stephen and Katrina Pastel. The end result 
rounds up a kind of musical diary cum 
autobiography of Well's development from solitary 
jazz soundscaper to off-kilter collaborator of choice. 

"I always felt like I was having to catch up in 
someway," Wells reflects. "Starting off in the jazz 
scene, it was really difficult to get records out. Now 
with this book I feel I'm finally getting there. But 
with this as well, I wanted it to be the kind of thing 
that people can just pick up, put on a music stand 
and play without rehearsing. Parts are quite 
complicated, but you still don't have to be able to 
read music well to play it." 

Published by Wells himself in an edition of 300 
and launched with a performance by Wells and viola 



player Aby Vulliamy at Stirling's Le Weekend festival, 
The Loathsome Reel Book nods to The Real Book, 
the semi-legal volume of sheet music for jazz 
standards that first appeared in the Seventies. That 
collection allowed players unfamiliar with how each 
other blew to find a common starting point before 
veering off beyond the transcribed melodies to 
invest it with their own musical personality. As Wells 



'I wanted it to be the kind of thing 
that people can just pick up, put on 
a music stand and play without 
rehearsing' 



himself observes, long before recorded music took 
over, sheet music was the only way of disseminating 
the latest sounds beyond their composer. "There 
was no sense of anything being definitive," Wells 
points out. " Everything was open to interpretation, 
and even a lot of records are made by brilliant 
performances, but you can't write down that 
performance. Like the one I made with Jad Fair. 
I don't think anybody could write that down. " 

It's a busy time for Wells. Last year he spent four 
days with Teenage Fanclub members working on 
Kevin Ayers' last album, and he's just returned from 
touring with Isobel Campbell and Mark Lanegan. 
Next, he's preparing a two month trip to Japan, 
where he'll be recording with assorted Tenniscoats 
and MaherShalal Hash Baz types, notto mention 
Tokyo emigre Jim O'Rourke. A far cry from the 
Falkirk social clubs where the young Wells cut his 
musical teeth before never quite fitting into the 
mainstream jazz world - but then, maybe that was 
never to be. "Even when I had a jazz band," says 
Wells, "I always thought I was playing pop tunes." 

The Loathsome Reel Book is available from 

www.myspace.com/thenationaljazztrioofscotand 

www.myspace.com/billwellstrio 



Old Rare New: The Independent 
Record Shop 



Emma Pettit (ed), Black Dog Publishing 

Like a colour photo album from the Sixties documenting the 
'disappearing last native tribes of the Amazons' or the lost 
way of life of the Mongolian shepard', Old Rare Newreads 
like a voyeuristic eulogy to a dying industry-the independent 
record shop. 

It is quite remarkable that in a country which shed away 
its factories, mines, shipyards and pie and eel shops, one 
would still bemoan the waning away of yet another aspect of 
material life -this time around, perhaps, a more middle class 
one. The disaster looming high over this book and, indeed, 
small record shops throughout the first world is of course the 
digital revolution, which has shifted the economic centre of 
the industry from the older model of mainstream mega-shops 
and outsider smaller specialists to a complicated networked 
model of cultural consumption. A charming host of voices, 
from Bob Stanley to Everett True, Cat Power to James Dean 
Bradfield, provide a mosaic of opinions over these matters 
alongside personal stories, anecdotes and grudges. The 
book's editors have certainly come up with an impressive, 
albeit at times quite random list of contributors and 
interviewees from DJs to label bosses to musicians and 
collectors, which accompany bright colour photographs of 
desirable, unusual or rare records with no particular respect 
to genre. But this diversity disguises the fact that this book, 
like most publications dealing with the subject, is lacking a 
more coherent analysis of the ways and places, both real and 
virtual, we buy music today. What we really need is a serious 
study, devoid of nostalgia, of the impact of online shopping 
on consuming music. Socialisation, community building, 
even competition are basic human needs and changes in 
consumption patterns do not mean they cease to exist. 

Perhaps other functions - blogs, chats, lists, Last.fm, 
obtaining people's user names on eBay and spying on them - 
are taking the place of the shop owner as a source of 
authority and constructing new soft communitarian practices. 
A relatively large proportion of sales on Amazon are from 
small independent labels and publishers at the expense of 
established corporate ones: indeed, as some of the 
contributors here suggest, perhaps the very same thing that 
killed the independent record shop saved the independent 
label from death. 

Some more questions about the nature of the small 
record shop need to be asked: why hasn't the industry 
managed to create the kind of virtual-material hybrid that has 
proven so successful in filling in vacant lots in run down urban 
centres, from Western Union 'money shops' to mobile phone 
brand emporiums? And if the physical commodity is not 
important and music can be easily obtained online, why 
hasn't a successful downloading music store emerged yet? 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 
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off the map 

Words: Frances Morgan 

With her Savage Messiah zine, 
Laura Oldfield Ford seizes 
psychogeography back from the 
colonialists and the mystics, setting it 
free to stalk London's lost hinterlands 

". . . it's been one of those seamless days, episodic, 
epic almost, hundreds of adventures, a massive cast, 
no surprises in turning a corner and facing another 
lost acquaintance. It was almost as if the city broke 
free of its alienation, we all knew each other. " 

The day I was supposed to write this, I ended up 
in a human chain round Seven Sisters market, a 
symbolic, probably futile gathering of local people, 
many of whose livelihoods depend on the warren- 
like shops of Wards Corner, built in 1900-09, now 
Colombian cafes and nail bars, phone shops and 
bakeries and Nigerian DVDs. The market and 
surrounding shops are under threat; plan is to build 
a housing and shopping development that includes 
no relocation for these businesses, and whose 
homes will be out of the price range of those who 
need them most. I held hands with a goth girl and 
a young Turkish man and we shuffled round the 
corner of West Green road like a medieval country 
dance until we joined up with the other end. 

In a few years, the market will begone, probably. 
Maybe I will too, drifting out into a different 
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London. This city and its shifting psychic plates 
are part of my rhythm now, I move with it, and so 
I've continually sought out documentation of this 
process, from Arthur Machen's N -a short story 
from 1 936, about a Kubla Khan-style parallel 
universe in a Stoke Newington Garden -to Geoffrey 
Fletcher's Sixties illustrations of fading music-halls 
flanked by new high rises. To Laura Oldfield Ford's 
zine, Savage Messiah, which tells in text and 
drawing of a London that is hers and not hers, 
a place of ever-evolving beauty, chance encounters, 
protests and memory -everywhere -colliding, 
coalescing with a present time. It is one of the only 
contemporary London representations I've locked 
into -for many reasons; the most obvious being 
that Ford is female, my contemporary in age, early 
experiences of the city turned upside down, like 



Elegant drawings of verdant ruins 
re-imagine those Victorian visions 
of 'London after the deluge 1 as a 
city choked to death by capitalism 



mine, via activism (CJA, Reclaim The Streets). 
Formally, though, it's the juxtapositions within each 
issue that feel truest to the London I know: the 
prose that turns nostalgia on its head, spare, tight 
but weirdly vulnerable fiction/semi-fiction, flashes 
of intense romance amid Situationist/anarchist 
rhetoric. Then, the precise drawings of buildings 
and ex-buildings, the rougher vitality in people's 



faces, and cut-up photos, slammed together like 
found art. 

I interview Ford in a Stoke Newington cafe and 
my minidisc fucks up so I take notes furiously, sad 
I won't have an exact record of her anger at new- 
builds and gated communities, the architecture 
a "retro vernacular jumble", or her affectionate 
description of a drift around Bermondsey, Deptford, 
Peckham, the lost Surrey canal. 

Ford, who was born in Yorkshire and studied 
painting at the Royal College Of Art, started the zine 
in 2005 as a way to bring together various strands of 
her practice, as well as making the statement 
inherent in the zine itself: a 'classic' anarcho-punk 
photocopied pamphlet. It's an aesthetic co-opted, 
like most of punk's signifiers, into something safe - 
a 'look', nothing more - but Savage Messiah seems 
to urge power back into 
DIY. Ford also sees it as 
"a convenient way of 
articulating the drift", 
referring to the walks 
that are the central part 
of her art, without 
which the rest of it 
couldn't come into 
being. 
Ford walks and walks. She never feels guilty 
about it, she says, as if this were likely to be a 
question. Each issue of the zine takes a walk as its 
starting point, surrounding it with fragmentary 
accounts of that area, threads that are followed but 
interrupted. "I write all the time, and the zine is a 
glimpse of that," she says when I ask if she takes 
extracts from longer pieces. The text plays with time 



media 




too, from King's Cross' new Eurostar terminal to "It's 
1980, I see one face staring out to Europe, the other 
at America"; jump-cut with even older history - 
floods Battle Bridge, 1 797. Ford explores the 
"polytemporality" of the city, the palimpsest-like 
layering of time zones the walker learns to feel 
beneath their feet, with natural fluidity. 

In Ford's prose there's little of the self-importance 
or mysticism that have come to rankle with me 
when reading London's psychogeographic canon - 
lain Sinclair's sense of ownership of a borough 
I know intimately, his all-male team of fellow 
walkers and his sneering at the suburban savages 
out in the Lee Navigation. But I was an avid Sinclair 
reader until I started mapping London on my own 
terms. Psychogeography can bring out the 
possessive: our need to measure achievement and 
one-upmanship creeps into a theory that celebrates 
the random. Why? I bring up gender tentatively, 
but Ford seems to agree, that authors such as 
Sinclair, Self and Ackroyd have "carved out the 
territory -they explore London like colonial 
explorers. I don't want to colonise - 1 don't want 
to be, I'm the first person here. I don't want to mark 
territory." The lack of female voices is inescapable, 
and we talk about historical notions of women 
outside the home, on the street- how this signified 
difference or destitution. Ford likewise has little time 
for the ley-hunter take on psychogeography, taking 
the left line that mysticism is a reactionary force. 

Yet for all that, her work is magical, and she 
knows it, describing perceptively that feeling when 
the city comes together suddenly, magic is afoot: 
"There /s a magical current," she says. "Moments 
when the city reveals signs and connections, when 
everything feels integrated - but they're more about 
you." Ford's placing of personal experience at the 
centre of psychogeography is what draws me in; yet 
I feel it wouldn't if her practice wasn't as knowing, 
multilayered as I think it is. Away from the drift, 
Ford's paintings place her as a central character, 
dressed to kill, punk heroine in stylised streetscapes: 
her artist's statement describe these as showing 
" heightened moments that emerge from the 
mundane and the overlooked". And Ford knows 
how to take herself out of the frame. Her cold, 
elegant drawings of verdant ruins re-imagine those 
Victorian visions of 'London after the deluge' 
as a city choked to death by capitalism, as well as 
documenting with love the ruined buildings to be 
found in the city now, before something takes their 
place. She says she's writing a novel set in 201 3, 
post-economic collapse, the year after the Olympics. 

Yet while London burns, chokes, changes, kills, 
creates, Savage Messiah celebrates most of all the 
fact that it lives; that our relationship with it is 
symbiotic, and ongoing. Afterthe launch of issue 9, 
in Housman's bookshop in King's Cross, I leave for 
Deptford high on a sense of adventure I haven't felt 
for a while. On the DLR, I name what it is I feel. It's 
simply that I love London - 1 want it, and tonight it 
wants me back. Meanwhile the zine in my pocket 
realigns and reinforces my own drifts around the 
city, daring me to dream in different directions, 
never once undermining my own. 

http://savagemessiahzine.com 



punk grammar 

Words: Daniel Trilling 

Johnny Temple's DIY publishing house 
Akashic Books trawls the bad neighbourhoods 
and writes you straight in the gut 



books 



'I'm not publishing Caribbean 
writers because I'm a bleeding 
heart liberal - this is the most kick- 
ass literature that I can find' 



Listen to Johnny Temple, some-time bassist for Girls Against 
Boys and head honcho at the independent New York 
publishing house Akashic Books talk about print runs, or 
sending his authors on tour, and you could almost be listening 
to an excerpt from Michael Azzerad's definitive document of 
American punk, Our Band Could Be Your Life. "Ourtagline is 
'reverse gentrif ication of the literary world' - it's a reflection of 
my idea that literature should be more of a popular art form. 
Punk rock thoroughly informs what I do. " 

Like many indie labels-Temple cites Dischord and Touch 
And Go as two main inspirations -the aesthetic is shaped 
around his own personal tastes. "Mike literature with dark 
and brutal themes. I like art, whether it's painting or music or 
whatever, with themes that hit you in the gut and that don't 
always provoke immediately positive sensations. " 

The selection below should give you some idea of their 
range: writing from the Afro-Caribbean diaspora, Latin 
America and the US underground, features heavily on the 
Akashic list. The themes can be dark and brutal, yes, but more 
often than not they're delivered by writers with strikingly direct 
and original voices, whether it's the meditative, minimal 
sentences of poet-novelist Chris Abani (censored and 
imprisoned in Nigeria as a teenager; befriended by Fela Kuti), 
or the spiky Nuyorican lilt of Abraham Rodriguez (whose South 
By South Bronx recasts 
Hitchcock's caper 
among NY's Puerto 
Ricans). "People assume 
that we publish a lot of 
postmodern literature," 
says Temple. "But 
fiction is my primary 
passion and I really love 
a good two to three 

hundred-page novel with a strong narrative. I love the classics. 
A lot of my tastes are grounded in books by John Steinbeck or 
Faulkner or Richard Wright." 

The punk rock connection isn't accidental. Temple turned to 
book publishing after spending more than a decade on the 
road with GvsB. And it was the DIY ethic of US Eighties 
hardcore that was foremost in Temple's mind when he started 
Akashic - originally to put out records: "After a few releases, 
though, I realised I was burning out on the music business. 
But publishing I've always had this critical distance from. 
A great novel still feels magic to me." 

As a whole, independent fiction publishers have never had 
the success (financially or- whisper it- creatively) of their 
musical counterparts. One problem is economics - books take 
so damn long to produce - but the other problem is fiction 
itself. Writing a novel is the very antithesis of spontaneity (we 
like this in music, yes?); what with the crushing weight of a 
thousand years of the English language on our backs, literature 
is frequently buried in layers of hierarchy and tradition that can 
be nigh on impossible to peel back. 

But unlike attempts at DIY fiction publishing, which often 
take a dead-end path into producing luxury items, or "art 
books" (what book isn tart?), Akashic doesn't completely 
reject convention; rather it thrives on the idea that there are 
more traditions and more stories out there than those prided by 
the incestuous world of academia and the literary press. 

For Temple, this diversity is above all an aesthetic, rather 
than political decision: "I'm not publishing Caribbean writers 
[for example] because I'm a bleeding heart liberal - to me this is 
the most kick-ass literature that I can find. It's not about quotas, 
it's about better literature. Straight up. " 

www.akashicbooks.com 




nothing but the truth: 
five akashic essentials 



Becoming Abigail 

Chris Abani 

Nigerian girl in London 
contemplates her ruptured 
life under the looming 
presence of Cleopatra's 
Needle. Taut, lyrical prose 
brings grace to the horror. 
Devour this book before it 
devours you. 

American Visa 

Juan de Recacoechea 

The farcical tale of Mario 
Alvarez, whose dream of 
becoming an American 
citizen sees him sucked into 
a Kafka-esque spiral of 
bureaucracy and the 
criminal netherworld of La 
Paz, Bolivia. 






Iron Balloons 

Colin Channer(ed) 

Collection inspired by the 
fierce work ethic of reggae 
culture. Highlight is The Last 
Jamaican Lion by Marlon 
James; the life of a corrupt, 
has-been politician, retold 
from the vantage point of 
his nursing home as the 
clouds of delusion close in 
on him. 

Like Son 

Felicia Luna Lemus 

Lemus conjures the wild- 
eyed spirit of Forties 
Mexican artist NahuiOlin 
and winds it around the tale 
ofatransgenderlonerin 
modern New York. 

London Noir 

Cathi Unsworth (ed) 

Twenty stories by twenty 
different writers; each is set 
in a different neighbourhood 
of the city. The Noir series 
pokes around in the dark 
corners of the world's urban 
nests -other instalments 
range fromTrinidad to Delhi. 
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the deserved revenge of 
darren hayman 

Words: kicking_k 




0K f so clearly you have memorised (at least) 
one piece of ridiculous hyperbole regarding 
yrself . Please quote your favourite here. 

"At an early Hefner gig someone came up and said 
I was the most innovative guitarist they'd seen since 
Tom Verlaine. Although... can it be hyperbole when 
it's factually correct? 

"A Guardian review said I was the match of 
Ray Davies! What can you do? You certainly can't 
believe these things. If you believe the good then 
you have to believe the bad. I was saying to a fellow 
musician that having someone like your music in 
exactly the way you want them to is just as rare as 
having someone not like it in the way you want 
them to. That is to say the moments when someone 
gets your art in exactly the way you intended are 
very rare. As they should be. " 

What is the biggest misconception about you? 
What concept or detail is always missed? 

"There are certain journalistic shortcuts used for 
someone who wears glasses; this tends to make me 
look both nerdier and more intelligent than I truly 
am, so it's a double-edged sword. 

" I think I'm a little more everyday and blokey 
than people realise. I'm perceived as a romantic 
outsider sometimes and that's not really how I feel." 

What was the most heinous lie you ever told in 
an interview? Were you caught? Were there 
any repercussions? 

" I know I have done this, and I remember it had 
something to do with cows. It did come back to 
haunt me too, but I appear to have now mentally 
blocked the episode." 



Do you ever read your own press releases? 
Do you feel that what they say represent 
you adequately? 

" I write my own press releases and I'm slowly 
realising that they do have an effect and alter 
the way a record is perceived. With a short 
review you can kind of write half of it yourself 
by what you put in the press release beforehand." 



'It quite obviously 
isn't all about rock 
and roll' 



Has music criticism ever actually helped 
improve yr work? 

" It seems wrong to say no, but it might be the more 
truthful answer. It's that thing of either listening to 
all of it or none of it, and it's kind of impossible to 
listen to all of it. 

"I suppose if a certain preconception comes up 
several times then it would be stupid to not think it 
had something to do with what I was projecting out 
to people. I think I have made some records to react 
against what I perceive people expect me to do, so 
press must be part of that. " 

If you were a music magazine editor, who 
would you feature and why? 

"Emitt Rhodes. Mayo Thompson. Things I like, that 
I think more people should have heard of. Generally, 



less new bands. I hate new bands. New bands are 
shit. Bands don't get good until after a couple of 
years. Magazines shouldn't review people until 
they've done three albums at least. " 

What do you do when a band you don't like 
cite you as an influence? 

"In some ways that's more flattering. For a band 
whose music you don't understand to cite you 
makes you feel your influence is wider than it might 
have been. 

"Black Kids cited me recently and I do like them 
but can't see any trace of what I do in their music. 
I would prefer it if these bands just covered me and 
got me some PRS rather than all this citing though." 

Do you ever Google yourself? What's the best/ 
worst/weirdest experience resulting from this? 

"I discovered a chatroom where two or three people 
claimed to know that me and my wife had an open 
relationship and were free to sleep with whoever 
we liked. I can remember one quote almost 
verbatim; 'Well, I don't know if it's true or not and 
I don't like to judge but if it is true then they are 
pretty sad.' 

"I had to physically restrain my beloved from the 
computer that evening." 

What's the favourite of your record covers and 
why? What does it, y'know, say about you? 

"I like the cover to The French album. It's a felt tip 
drawing of some china horses of my mother's. 
Makes me think of my background, and I think it 
looks great on vinyl. I drew it myself, etc. " 

What brilliant (at the time) ideas regarding 
'direction' or presentation or whatever are you 
now glad you never followed? 

"Well I guess I remain glad that I stopped Hefner. 
There were many plans put down for a fifth album 
and lots of songs recorded, but we ended at the 
right time, I think." 

Have you ever made a music video that 
actually expressed something about the band, 
or has it all been empty multimedia gimmickry 
and super-superficial posturing? 

"I guess this interview is about misconceptions, 
but videos are one of the areas where I think I've got 
it kind of OK. I think for the most part I've managed 
to feature elements of my/our character that 
complementthe song. It perhaps helps that I make a 
lot of them myself and that I have no budget at all. " 

Who was the worst (or weirdest) that ever 
supported you? 

"Gay Dad played before us once at a festival. Not 
really supporting though is it? They were on their 
last lap of dishonour. A deservedly forgotten band. 
Their singer was saying to us: 'It's all about rock and 
roll man.' Well it isn't is it? It quite obviously isn't all 
about rock and roll." 

What's the most actually fairly insane thing a 
fan has done to impress you? 

"A girl once said she would 'have' me in such 
a chilling and definite way that it scared the living 
shit out of me. It sounds like a small thing, but I still 
shiver when I think about it, there was something in 
her eyes. I ran out of the venue and ran and ran until 
I could run no more. 

" My wife has seen me running from females on 
a couple of occasions. It makes her laugh hard." 

What's the worst question you've ever been 
asked? What was your answer? 

"Sometimes translation doesn't help. I was asked 
on liveTVonce, something like: 'For what are you 
grateful, the good times you are working?' There 
was a bit of dead air after that." 
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Those Dancing Days 

Home Sweet Home (Rough Mix) 

Stockholm's Those Dancing Days 
Northern-by-way-of-North-SeaSoul 
continues to create summer songs that 
have just enough of the sense of 
imminent autumn to stop you gagging, 
but not enough to stop you giggling. 
Afriend of mine didn't tell me he had 
tickets for their latest London gig until 
fucking midnight. Wot a git! 

Lowers 

Human Hair 

Ebullient Nottingham rock that's so 
muffled and fuzzy and warm it not only 
sounds as if Lowers have decided to 
rock out down in the proverbial well, 
but makes it sound like being down in 
a muddy hole is the best place in the 
world you could possibly be. 

Sky Larkin 

Antibodies (Demo) 

Captured in an agreeable nervous, 
twitchy demo state, we've got Leeds' 
Sky Larkin. The poppier end of 
Daydream Nation guitars chime as 
Katie goes for some kind of alliteration 
prize in the chorus's offhand brilliance 
of "Sen timent stretched o ver sedimen t 
and soil". 

LosCampesinos! 

How I Taught Myself To Scream 

Gareth Los Camp's self-improvement- 
via-pop continues as he teaches 
himself to scream, as the rest of the 
band tries to pack about eight songs 
into two-and-a-half minutes. As usual. 
Obliquely recalling the Nation Of 
Ulysses with its "We get by on four 
hours sleep at night/I never get tired/ 
but I'm tired of you " it's the sound of 
giant fanzines descending on Cardiff 
like hailstones the size of automobiles. 

The Bronx 

Knifeman 

There's a bit half way through where it 
drawls "THISISAB-171/THISAIN'T 
MUSIC/THIS ISA PYRAMID SCHEME! " 
which is my personal must-replay- 



track-to-hear-that-bit-again moment 
this week.That The Bronx play the 
sort of guitars which can only be 
adequately described as fucking guitars 
is extra sweetness. 

Les Savy Fav 

Meet Me InThe Dollar Bin 

Les Sav take us to the burnt out remains 
of a post-nuclear FOPP and roots 
through the ashes with the lead track 
of their singles compilation, Inches. 
Direct hit on a one-hit wonder: 
atmospheric, arty, awesome. 

Conor Oberst 

I Don't Want To Die (In A Hospital) 

Don't worry, Conor. We won't let 
you die in the hospital. We'll arrange 
a complicated escape via distraction, 
disguises and destruction. But we're 
going to let you finish your blur of 
country rock about not wanting to, 
as it's a cute, funny and agreeable 
antidote to all the whining songs about 
death. It's only death, you whiners. 

Peter Moren 

Tell Me In Time 

Sans Bjorn and John, we have an 
enormously pretty, mouth organ- 
decorated slice from Moren's solo 
project, The La st Tycoon. Intimate, 
not like a 8.45am tube journey, 
but a 3.20am conversation. 

Greg Weeks 

Burn The Margins 

It's the solo project mid-section of 
the cover disc, with Greg of Espers 
working on his gentle psychedelic folk 
without the rest of the folk. Starting 
with some of the hardest words of the 
English language- "You were right" - 
becomes mournful, regretful, quietly 
resplendent with oblique sadness. 

Euros Childs 

Saving Up To Get Married 

More folk with our beloved ex-Gorkys 
Zygotic Mynci. Bittersweet, dreamy and 
romantic, as simply structured as a gold 
band, and about as pretty. 



Meg Baird 

Maiden InThe Moor Lay 

Meg Baird rocks a post-spa nkboxx 
hyper-porn angle about maidens 
getting laid - and laid hard- in a 
revisionist slut-fairy take on traditional 
folklore as. . .actually, no: delicate folk 
in another Espers side-project. 

The Dodos 

PaintTheRust 

Still folk. But with this from The Dodos' 
new album, we're getting to the 
'lysergic sex ritual in a stone-canyon 
somewhere in California' kinda folk. 
A big tribal beat, unexpected turns, 
teasing guitar sliding seductive/ 
ominously across the desert floor. . . 

Peter, Bjorn and John 

Inland Empire 

They're back together again ! 
Hurrah! But they're not speaking. 
Boo! Which is also fine, as it's an 
atmospheric, cinematic piece which 
rises and falls like a stage curtain, 
and just as dramatically. Hurrah ! 
And they weren't even split anyway - 
I was just playing with the solo project 
thing. Hurrah! Hurrah? Hurrah! 
Double marks forthe honking noises 
about 2:20 in. 

Simian Mobile Disco 

I Got This Down (Invisible Conga 
People remix) 

And in a cover CD with a lot of the 
word 'delicate', this shows there's 
more places for softness than 
just out in those there woods. 
A dreamy, undulating take on the 
Simians from Italians Do It Better's 
Conga People. 

Her Space Holiday 

The Year In Review 

Computers? Gone! New direction! 
Melodic, college-anthemic guitar rock. 
Ataste of the forthcoming brilliantly- 
titled XOXO, Panda And The New Kid 
Revival. Seriously, let's write that again: 
XOXO, Panda And The New Kid Revival. 
That feels good. As does this. 



We know our subscribers are as interested 
in excavating music from the past as they 
are hunting down sounds of the future, so 
here's a treat from our reissues section for 
the first 1 new subscribers to respond in the 
affirmative. Vampi Soul's double CD declares 
it's Highlife Time, and quite right too - realign 
yr rhythms to the sinuous, infectious and 
audacious sound of West Africa's most 
enduring pop music from the Sixties and early 
Seventies, and time won't mean a thing. 




As the ethno-zeitgeist hits its zenith, a seemingly 
neverending rush of truly righteous highlife cuts 
is being unearthed from the archives and vaults of 
long-forgotten Nigerian and Ghanian studios and 
labels. Purveyors of raw boogaloo, vintage funk 
and latin jazz Vampi Soul bring you Highlife Time: 
the best ofLagos's Premier Studios, re-mastered 
and repackaged from original and long-deleted 
mastertapes and featuring some of the genre's 
main protagonists, such as 'the evil genius of 
highlife' Dr Victor Olaiya and 'the cardinal' Rex 
Lawson, standing toe-to-toe with some of its 
lesser knowns. 

This is music of African independence: 
a sonic celebration that emanated from its 
orchestra podiums, backstreet nightclubs and 
concert halls that would demystify the West's 
mythological view of Africa as a static society 

- Ben Webster, Plan B 

Vampi Soul's reissues of African music also include 
double CDs by Tony Allen and Fela Kuti, all 
thoroughly sleevenoted. 

To qualify for this offer please mention PB35 
on the back of your cheque or in the Paypal 
comments box. 



Back Issues 

UK - £4.00, EU airmail - £5.50 

Rest of the world airmail - £7.50 

All issues are still available apart from Issue 0. For 

enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.com 

Subscriptions 

UK - 1 2 issues for £35 (save £7 on the cover price) 

EU airmail - 1 2 issues for £55 

Rest of the World airmail - 1 2 issues for £75 

Send cheques to: Plan B Publishing, 
1 56-1 58 Gray's Inn Road, London WC1X 8ED. 
Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay 
by credit card, debit card or Paypal 
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BLOC PARTY. 




MERCURY 



DOWNLOAD THE NEW SINGLE 10 AUGUST 08 

1 1 AUGUST 08 

12" 
A. MERCURY (12" VERSION) B. MERCURY (12" INSTRUMENTAL) 

7" 
A. MERCURY B. IDEA FOR A STORY 

CD 

01. MERCURY 02. MERCURY (HERVE IS IN DISARRAY REMIX) 

03. MERCURY (CSS REMIX) 04. MERCURY (FLOSSTRADAMUS REMIX) 

Visit www.blocparty.com to purchase the Limited Edition Disc-Set 

www.blocparty.com 
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